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Preface. 


The  new  edition  of  the  Manual  of  Praisk,  while  based  on  the  general  plan  and 
method  of  the  book  published  twenty  years  ago,  is  no  mere  revision,  but  virtually 
a  new  collection.  The  aim  of  the  compilers  has  been  to  preserve  all  that  is  poet- 
ically and  musically  the  best  and  spiritually  the  most  profitable  in  the  old  hymnal,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  gather  the  choicest  of  the  treasures  of  devotional  expression 
with  which  congregational  song  has  been  enriched  during  recent  years. 

An  important  part  of  the  mission  of  a  hymn-book  is  educational.  Ko  more  than 
an  individual  should  a  congregation  be  satistied  to  depend  upon  an  unchanging  routine 
in  the  agencies  chosen  for  spiritual  culture.  Although  truth  is  immutable  the  vision 
of  truth  alters.  Different  aspects  of  truth  receive  special  emphasis  at  different 
periods  and  under  shifting  conditions,  and  intellectual  and  emotional  reactions  will 
produce  inevitable  changes  in  the  modes  of  devotional  expression.  A  hymn-book 
is  the  product  of  its  time,  and  in  turn  aids  to  quicken  the  religious  life  out  of  which 
it  grows.  Moreover  the  general  diffusion  of  education  involves  a  continual  elevation 
of  taste  in  the  choice  of  devotional  verse  and  music,  and  the  hymnal  should  promote 
as  well  as  gratify  this  higher  demand.  • 

Recognizing  these  obligations,  the  editors  of  the  New  Manual  of  Praise  have 
endeavored  to  bring  together  a  body  of  religious  poetry  and  music  which  shall  answer 
the  growing  needs  of  the  church.  In  the  search  for  fresh  material,  however,  the 
editors  have  not  forgotten  the  claims  of  that  noble  repository  of  song  from  which 
the  church  has  drawn  such  an  abundance  of  spiritual  nurture  in  the  past.  They  have 
aimed  to  gratify  the  reasonable  demands  of  both  the  conservative  and  the  liberal  tem- 
perament, seeking  to  meet  what  they  conceive  to  be  the  needs  of  the  future  as  well  as 
of  the  present. 

Many  will  regret  the  absence  of  certain  familiar  friends  among  both  hymns  and 
tunes.  This  is  unavoidable.  Certain  old  tunes  have  been  rejected  on  account  of 
triviality  or  dulness  ;  they  must  give  way  to  more  worthy  successors.  Hymns  glar- 
ingly faulty  in  technical  details,  or  else  prosaic,  over-dogmatic,  or  unsuited  to  the 
purpose  for  which  a  hymn  as  distinct  from  an  individual  lyric  exists,  have  been  cast 
aside.  The  editors  believe  that  nothing  of  indispensable  value  has  been  omitted,  and 
that  in  any  case  the  loss  has  been  more  than  made  good. 

It  is  hoped  that  the  new  manual  will  be  found  as  well  adapted  to  the  prayer 
meeting,  the  Sunday  school  and  family  worship  as  to  the  main  services  of  the  Sabbath. 
Especial  attention  has  been  given  to  hymns  and  music  applicable  to  communion, 
baptism,  funerals  and  festal<days. 

It  is  a  growing  custom  in  the  church — reverting  to  the  rule  in  the  early  Protestant 
congregations — that  each  hymn  should  have  its  "proper"  tune.  The  editors  have 
recognized  the  propriety  of  this  usage,  and  it  is  believed  that  there  will  be  found  a 
more  apt  correspondence  than  before  between  the  sentiment  of-  the  hymns  and  the 
style  of  their  associated  melodies. 

Fenelon  B.  Rice, 

G.  Frederick  Wright, 

Edward  Dickinson. 

Oberlin,  O,,  January,  1901. 
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1r/te  blessed  Trinity.  ,^    ,        ,                   ,     , 
Only  thou  art  holy:   there  is  none  beside 

Reginald  Heber.  fhpp 

Holy  holy  holy!  Lord  God  Almi.^htyl  Perfect  i'n  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 
Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise 

to  thee  :  3  Holy,  holy,  holy  !    all  the   saints  adore 

Holy,  holy,  holy!  merciful  and  mighty;  thee, 

God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity!  Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around 

the  glassy  sea; 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy!   though  the  darkness  Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  be- 

hide  thee,  fore  thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory  Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt 

may  not  see;  be. 


iBo6  the  Father. 


OLD  HUNDRED.    L.  M. 


From  Geneva  Psalter. 
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Psalm  117. 


Watts. 


From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord: 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word: 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


2  He  rides  and   thunders   through   the 

sky; 
His  name,  Jehovah,  sounds  on  high; 
Praise  him  aloud,  ye  sons  of  grace; 
Ye  saints,  rejoice  before  his  face. 

3  God  is  our  shield,  our  joy,  our  rest; 
God  is  our  King,  proclaim  him  blest; 
AVhen  terrors  rise,  when  nations  faint, 
He  is  the  strength  of  every  saint. 


Psalm  100. 


Be  thou,  O  God,  exalted  high; 
And,  as  thy  glory  fills  the  sky, 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  displayed. 
Till  thou  art  here,  as  there,  obeyed. 

2  O  God,  my  heart  is  fixed,  'tis  bent, 
Its  thankful  tribute  to  present; 

And  with  my  heart  my  voice  I'll  raise 
To  thee,  my  God,  in  songs  of  praise. 

3  Thy  praises.  Lord,  I  will  resound 
To  all  the  listening  nations  round: 
Thy  mercy  highest  heaven  transcends, 
Thy  truth  beyond  the  clouds  extends. 


Kethe. 


Psalm  68. 


Watts. 


Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song: 
His  wondrous  name  and  power  rehearse; 
His  honors  shall  enrich  your  verse. 


All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice: 

Him  serve  with  mirth,  his  praise  forth 
tell. 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

2  Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed; 
Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make: 

We  are  his  flock,  he  did  us  feed. 
And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  us  take. 

3  Oh,  enter  then  his  gates  with  praise. 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto: 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


iBo6  the  Father. 


STONEFIELD.    L.  M. 


Samuel  Stanley. 
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Psa/w  90. 


Watts 


Jehovah  reigns;  he  dwells  in  light, 
Girded  with  majesty  and  might: 
The  world,  created  by  his  hands, 
Still  on  its  first  foundation  stands. 

2  But,  ere  this  spacious  world  was  made, 
Or  had  its  first  foundation  laid. 

Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, — 
Thyself,  the  ever-living  God. 

3  Like  floods,  the  angry  nations  rise. 
And  aim  their  rage  against  the  skies: 
Vain  floods,  that  aim  their  rage  so  high  I — 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  For  ever  shall  thy  throne  endure. 
Thy  promise  stands  for  ever  sure; 
And  everlasting  holiness 
Becomes  the  dwellings  of  thy  grace. 

*  Scott. 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved, 
Out  of  the  land  of  bondage  came, 

Her  father's  God  before  her  moved, 
An  awful  guide  in  smoke  and  flame, 

2  By  day,  along  th'  astonished  lands, 

The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow; 
By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 

Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 


3  Thus  present  still,  though  now  unseen, 
When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day, 

Be  thoughts  of  thee  a  cloudy  screen 
To  temper  the  deceitful  ray! 

4  And,  O,  when  gathers  on  our  path, 

In  shade  and  storm,  the  frequent  night. 
Be  thou,  long  suffering,  slow  to  wrath, 
A  burning  and  a  shining  light! 


Watts. 


O  Psalm  100. 

Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice, 
Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King: 

Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice: 
With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  sing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God;  'tis  he  alone 

Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give: 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own: 
The  sheep  that  on  his  pastures  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  songs  of  joy. 
With  praises  to  his  courts  repair; 

And  make  it  your  divine  employ 
To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there, 

4  The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind, 
Great  is  his  grace,  his  mercy  sure; 

And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  find 
His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 


iBo6  the  Father. 


AUDITE.    CM.  D. 

Slowly.      Voices  in  Unison. 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past,  Our  hope  for  years  to  come ;  Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast,  And  our  eternal  home  \ 
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Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne  Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ;  Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone,  And  our  defence  is  sure. 
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9  Psalm  90. 

Watts. 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 

And  our  eternal  home ! 
Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 

And  our  defence  is  sure. 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God 
To  endless  years  the  same. 


A  thousand  ages,  in  thy  sight. 

Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 

Before  the  rising  sun. 

3  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream 

Bears  all  its  sons  away  ; 
They  lly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 

Dies  at  the  opening  day. 
Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 

And  our  eternal  home. 


DUNDEE.    CM. 


From  the  Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 
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1,  0  God,  thy  pow'r  is  wonderful.  Thy  glory  passing  bright ;  Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep,  A  rapture  to  the  sight. 
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-|  e\  My  father. 

3\J  Faber. 

O  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful. 

Thy  glory  passing  bright ; 
Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep, 

A  rapture  to  the  sight. 

2  I  see  thee  in  th'  eternal  years 
In  glory  all  alone, 

Ere  round  thine  uncreated  fires 
Created  light  had  shone. 

3  I  see  thee  walk  in  Eden's  shade, 
1  see  thee  all  through  time  ; 


Thy  patience  and  compassion  seem 
New  attributes  sublime. 

4  Angelic  spirits,  countless  souls, 
Of  thee  have  drunk  their  fill ; 

And  to  eternity  will  drink 
Thy  joy  and  glory  still. 

5  O  little  heart  of  mine  !  shall  pain 
Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan, 

When  all  this  (iod  is  all  for  thee, 
A  Father  all  thine  own? 


iBob  the  Father. 


AURELIA.    7.  6.  D. 


S.  S.  Wesley. 
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To    end-less   gen  -  er  -  a  -  tions,  The  Ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  thou ! 


B:CKKRSTETH. 


-|  -|  Psalm  90. 

O  God,  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

Who  evermore  hast  been, 
What  time  the  tempest  rages, 

Our  dwelling-place  serene : 
Before  thy  first  creations, 

O  Lord,  the  same  as  now, 
To  endless  generations, 

The  Everlasting  thou ! 

2  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 
On  sunny  hills  that  lie, 

Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 
That  blossom  but  to  die : 

A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story 
By  strangers  quickly  told, 

An  unremaining  glory 
Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 

3  O  thou  who  canst  not  slumber. 
Whose  light  grows  never  pale, 

Teach  us  aright  to  number 
Our  years  before  they  fail. 

On  us  thy  mercy  lighten, 
On  us  thy  goodness  rest. 

And  let  thy  Spirit  brighten 
The  hearts  thyself  hast  blessed! 

4  Lord,  crown  our  faith's  endeavor 
With  beauty  and  with  grace. 

Till,  clothed  in  light  forever, 
We  see  thee  face  to  face  : 


A  joy  no  language  measures, 

A  fountain  brimming  o'er, 
An  endless  flow  of  pleasures. 

An  ocean  without  shore. 

■|  O  "  God,  our  Saviour." 

■*~^  Thomas  Haweis. 

To  Thee,  my  God  and  Saviour  I 

My  heart  exulting  sings, 
Eejoicing  in  thy  favor, 

Almighty  King  of  kings  I 
I'll  celebrate  thy  glory, 

With  all  thy  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 
Bedecks  the  dewy  east. 

And  when  the  sun  reposes 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast. 
My  voice,  in  supplication. 

Well  pleased  the  Lord  shall  hear: 
Oh,  grant  me  thy  salvation. 

And  to  my  soul  draw  near. 

3  By  thee,  through  life  supported, 
I'll  pass  the  dangerous  road. 

With  heavenly  hosts  escorted. 

Up  to  thy  bright  abode  ; 
Then  cast  my  crown  before  thee, 

And,  all  my  conflicts  o'er, 
Unceasingly  adore  thee: — 

What  could  an  angel  more? 


QEKONTIUS.    CM. 


iBob  the  Father. 


Dykes. 


-g  Q  Psalm  104. 

-■-O  H.  K.  White. 

The  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might, 

The  winds  obey  his  will; 
He  speaks,  and  in  his  heavenly  height, 

The  rolling  sun  stands  still. 

2  Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar: 

The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand. 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

3  Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine; 
Without  his  high  behest 

ST.  ANNS.    CM. 


Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain-pine, 
Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 

4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar. 
In  distant  peals  it  dies; 

He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  car. 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ye  nations,  bend — in  reverence  bend; 
Y'e  monarchs,  wait  his  nod. 

And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  our  God. 

Croft. 
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And    bowed  the  heavens  most     high; 
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"I  A    "He  bowed  the  hearaif:,  also,  and  came  down." 
■*-^*^  Psalm  IM.  Sternhold. 

The  Lord  descended  from  above, 
And  bowed  the  heavens  most  high; 

And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

2  On  cherub  and  on  cherubim. 
Full  royally,  he  rode; 

And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 
Came  Hying  all  abroad. 

3  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods, 
Their  fury  to  restrain; 


And  he,  as  Sovereign,  Lord,  and  King, 
For  evermore  shall  reign. 

4  The  Lord  will  give  his  people  strength, 
Whereby  they  shall  increase; 

And  he  will  bless  his  chosen  flock 
With  everlasting  peace. 

5  Give  glory  to  his  awful  name. 
And  honor  him  alone; 

Give  worship  to  his  majesty 
LTpon  his  holy  throne. 


iBob  the  Father. 

SURSUM  COEDA.    CM. 
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Oh,  who  is  like  the  Mighty  Oqc, 
Whose  throne  is  in  the  sky! 

"Who  compasseth  the  universe 
AVith  his  all-searching  eye; 


2  At  whose  creative  word  appeared 
The  dry  land  and  the  sea: 

My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee! 

3  Around  him  suns  and  systems  swim 
In  harmony  and  light; 

Before  him  harps  angelic  hymn 
His  praises  day  and  night; 

4  Yet  to  the  contrite,  day  and  night, 
In  mercy  turneth  he: 

My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee! 


Watts. 


-j  i*  Genesis  1. 

1  sing  th' almighty  power  of  God, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise. 

That  spread  the  tlowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 
The  sun  to  rule  the  day; 

The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command, 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 


3  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 
Jiut  makes  thy  glories  known; 

And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

4  Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 
Are  subject  to  thy  care; 

There's  not  a  place  "where  we  can  flee, 
But  God  is  present  there. 


Condescension  of  God. — Psalm  8. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
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O  Tiior,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 

Within  this  earthly  frame, 
Through  all  the  world,  how  great  art  thou! 

How  glorious  is  thy  name! 

2  When  heaven,  thy  beauteous   work    on 

high. 
Employs  ray  wondering  sight; 
The  moon  that  nightly  rules  the  sky. 
With  stars  of  feebler  light:— 

3  Lord,  what  is  man,  that  thou  shouldst 

deign 
To  bear  him  in  thy  mind! 
Or  what  his  race,  that  thou  t^houldst  prove 
To  them  so  wondrous  kind! 

4  O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow, 
W'ithin  this  earthly  frame; 

Through  all  the  world,  how  great  art  thoul 
How  glorious  is  thv  name! 


Gob  the  Father. 


THANKSGIVING.    L.  M. 

-4 


Dykes. 


1.  The    Lord    is  King!  lift      up   thy  voice,     0     earth,  and  all    ye  heavens, re- joice! 
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The  Lord  is  King!  lift  up  thy  voice, 
O  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice! 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring: 
"The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King! " 

2  The  Lord  is  King!  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  his  will,  distrust  his  careV 

Holy  and  true  are  all  his  ways: 
Let  every  creature  speak  his  praise. 

3  The  Lord  is  King!  exalt  your  strains; 
Ye  saints,  your  God,  your  Father  reigns; 
One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures: 

He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours. 

4  Oh,  when  his  wisdom  can  mistake, 
His  might  decay,  his  love  forsake, 
Then  may  his  children  cease  to  sing, 
"The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King! " 


1  Q  Psalm  145. 

Xt^  Watts 

My  God!  my  King!  thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty,  done  for  thee. 


3  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise. 
The  long  succession  of  thy  praise; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  labor  of  their  tongue. 

4  But  who  can  speak  thy  wondrous  deeds? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds: 
Vast  and  unsearchable  thy  ways, — 

Vast  and  immortal  be  thy  praise. 


iyf\  "  Who  can  show  forth  all  his  praise  ?  "    Ps.  106. 
•^"  Tate  and  Brady. 

Oil,  render  thanks  to  God  above, 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love; 
AV^hose  mercy  firm,  through  ages  past, 
Hath  stood,  and  shall  forever  last. 

2  Who  can  his  mighty  deeds  express- 
Not  only  vast,  but  numberless! 
What  mortal  eloquence  can  raise 
His  tribute  of  immortal  praise! 

3  Extend  to  me  that  favor.  Lord, 
Thou  to  thy  chosen  dost  afford; 
When  thou  return'st  to  set  them  free, 
Let  thy  salvation  visit  me. 

4  Oh,  render  thanks  to  God  above, 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love; 

His  mercy  firm,  through  ages  past, 
Hath  stood,  and  shall  forever  last. 


HOTHWELL,    L.  M. 


iBo6  the  Father. 
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»>  I  Psalm  36. 

■«*  A  Watts. 

High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God! 

Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  through  every  cloud 

That  vails  and  darkens  thy  designs. 

2  Forever  firm  thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep: 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  My  (rod,  how  excellent  thy  gracel 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  springs; 

The  sons  of  Adain,  in  distress, 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

4  Life,  like  a  fountain,  rich  and  free, 
Sj)rings  from  the  jiresence  of  my  Lord; 

All  in  thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
Thy  glories  i)romised  in  thy  word. 


*>•> 


I'siifi/i  Kii). 


Bkfore  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy; 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  (Jod  alone: 
lie  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  Ilis  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men; 

And  when,  like  wandering  sheej),we  strayed, 
lie  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care. 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame; 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty^Maker,  to  thy  name  ? 


4  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs, 
High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vast  as  eternity  thy  love: 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

i>»7  Omnipresence. 

■*^'-'  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

Loud  of  all  being!  throned  afar. 
Thy  glory  fiames  from  sun  and  star; 
Centre  and  soul  of  every  sphere! 
Yet  to  each  loving  heart  how  near! 

2  Sun  of  our  life!  thy  quickening  ray 
Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day; 
Star  of  our  hope!  thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 

3  Our  midnight  is  thy  smile  withdrawn; 
Our  noontide  is  thy  gracious  dawn; 
Our  rainbow  arch  thy  mercy's  sign; 
All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  thine. 

4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above! 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 
l^efore  thine  ever-})hizing  throne 
AVe  ask  no  lustre  of  our  own. 

5  Grant  us  thy  truth  to  make  us  free. 
And  kindling  hearts  that  burn  for  thee, 
Till  all  thy  living  altars  claim 

One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame. 


SAMSON.    L.  M. 
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Q  J^  PsaZm  19. 

•^■db  Addison 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky. 
And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creators  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth; 

4  While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

5  What  though,  in  solemn  silence,  all 
Move  round  this  dark,  terrestrial  ball? 
What  though  nor  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found? 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"The  hand  that  made  us  is  Divine." 


O  K  Psalm  19. 

■^*J  Watts. 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord, 
In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word. 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
And  night,  and  day,  thy  power  confess; 

But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ, 
lleveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  thy  praise 
Bound  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand; 

So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  hand. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest, 
Till  through  the  world  thy  truth  hath  run; 

Till  Christ  hath  all  the  nations  blest 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  Bighteousness,  arise! 
Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light: 

Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  w^onders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven; 

Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew. 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heaven. 


i£>o6  the  Father. 


DUKE   STREET.    L.  M. 


Heb.  1 :  2-6 


Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song ; 
Awake,  my  soul!  awake,  my  tongue! 
Hosanna  to  th'  eternal  Name, 
And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim! 

2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face, 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace: 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

3  Grace! — 'tis  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme: 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name! 

Ye  angeis,  dwell  upon  the  sound; 
Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground! 

4  Oh,  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
Where  he  unveils  his  lovely  face! 
Where  I  his  beauties  shall  behold, 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold! 

OT  Psalm  oG:  5-10. 

■"  •  Sterling. 

O  souRCK  divine,  and  life  of  all, 
The  fount  of  being's  wondrous  sea! 

Thy  depth  would  every  heart  a{)i)all 
That  saw  not  love  supreme  in  thee. 

2  We  shrink  before  thy  vast  abyss, 
Where  worlds  on  worlds  eternal  brood; 

We  know  thee  truly,  but  in  this. 
That  thou  bestowest  all  our  good. 

3  And  so  'mid  boundless  time  and  space. 
Oh,  grant  us  still  in  thee  to  dwell, 

And  through  the  ceaseless  web  to  trace 
Thy  presence  working  all  things  well. 


Rom.  11 :  33-30. 

Needham' 

Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring 
To  him  who  gave  thee  power  to  sing; 
I'raise  him,  who  is  all  praise  above. 
The  source  of  wisdom  and  of  love. 

2  Through  each  bright  world  above,  behold 
Ten  thousand  thousand  charms  unfold: 
Earth,  air,  and  mighty  seas  combine, 

To  speak  his  wisdom  all  divine. 

3  But  in  redemption,  oh,  what  grace! 
Its  wonders,  oh,  what  thought  can  trace! 
Here  wisdom  shines  forever  bright: 
Praise  him,  my  soul,  with  sweet  delight. 


Tate  and  Brady. 
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O  Lord,  thy  mercy,  my  sure  hope, 
Above  the  heavenly  orb  ascends; 

Thy  sacred  truth's  unmeasured  scope 
Beyond  the  spreading  sky  extends. 

2  Thy  justice  like  the  hills  remains: 
Unfathomed  dei)ths  thy  judgments  are; 

Thy  providence  the  world  sustains; 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  care. 

3  Since  of  thy  goodness  all  partake. 
With  what  assurance  should  the  just 

Thy  sheltering  wings  thy  refuge  make, 
And  saints  to  thy  protection  trust! 

4  With  thee  the  springs  of  life  remain; 
Thy  presence  is  eternal  day; 

O  let  thy  saints  thy  favor  gain! 
To  upright  hearts  thy  truth  display  1 


iSob  the  Father. 
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Ori  Psalm  97. 

OVf  Watts. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns; 

His  throne  is  built  on  high; 
The  garments  he  assumes 

Are  light  and  majesty: 
His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright, 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 

2  Through  all  his  ancient  works, 
Surprising  wisdom  shines; 

Confounds  the  powers  of  hell, 

And  breaks  their  curs'd  designs; 
Strong  is  his  arm,  and  shall  fulfill 
His  great  decrees,  his  sovereign  will. 

3  And  can  this  mighty  King 
Of  glory  condescend,— 

And  will  he  write  his  name, — 
"My  Father  and  my  Friend?" 

1  love"  his  name, — I  love  his  word; 
Join,  all  my  powers,  and  praise  the  Lordl 

^X.  e.  Francis. 

In  loud  exalted  straino. 

The  King  of  glory  praise: 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  he  reigns, 

Through  everlasting  days; 
But  Zion,  with  his  presence  blest, 
Is  his  delight,  his  chosen  rest, 

2  O  Kins:  of  glory,  come 
And  with  thy  favor  crown 

This  temple  as  thy  home, 


This  people  as  thy  own; 
Beneath  this  roof  vouchsafe  to  show 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below. 

3  Now  let  thine  ear  attend 
Our  supplicating  cries; 

Now  let  our  praise  ascend. 

Accepted,  to  the  skies; 
Now  let  thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound 
Spread  its  celestial  influence  round. 

4  Here  may  the  listening  throng 
Imbibe  thy  truth  and  love; 

Here  Christians  join  the  song 

Of  seraphim  above; 
Till  all  who  humbly  seek  thy  face 
Rejoice  in  thy  abounding  grace. 

0<>  Rei'.b:  9-14. 

O.W  Cummins. 

Shall  hymns  of  grateful  love 
Through  heaven's  high  arches  ring, 

And  all  the  hosts  above 
Their  songs  of  triumph  sing; 

And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain, 

And  send  the  echo  back  again  ? 

2  Oh,  spread  the  joyful  sound! 

The  Saviour's  love  proclaim; 
And  publish  all  around 

Salvation  through  his  name: 
Till  all  the  world  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again! 


i5o6  the  Father. 


ST.  GODRIC.    6.6.6.6.8.8. 
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Psalm  84. 

Watts. 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above, 

How  pleasant  and  how  fair, 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love. 

Thine  earthly  temples  are! 
To  thine  abode  my  heart  aspires, 
With  warm  desires,  to  see  my  God. 

2  Oh,  happy  souls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear! 

Oh,  happy  men  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  there! 
They  praise  thee  still;  and  happy  they 
Who  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears. 

Till  each  arrives  at  length. 

Till  each  in  heaven  appears: 
Oh,  ghjrious  seat,  when  (iod  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring  our  willing  feet! 

34 

Ye  boundless  realms  of  joy. 

Exalt  your  Maker's  fame: 
His  praise  your  songs  employ 

Above  the  starry  frame: 
Your  voices  raise,  ye  cherubim. 
And  seraphim,  to  sing  his  praise. 

2  United  zeal  be  shown. 

His  wondrous  fame  to  raise, 
Whose  glorious  name  alone 


Tatb  and  Brady. 


Deserves  our  endless  praise: 
Earth's  utmost  ends  his  power  obey; 
His  glorious  sway  the  sky  transcends. 

*J*-f  DwiGHT. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high; 

Let  every  land  adore; 
W^ith  grateful  voice  make  known 

His  goodness  and  his  power. 
Let  cheerful  songs  declare  his  ways, 
And  let  his  praise  inspire  your  tongues. 

2  Enter  his  courts  with  joy; 
With  fear  address  the  Lord; 

lie  formed  us  with  his  hand. 

And  quickened  by  his  word. 
With  wide  command  he  spreads  his  sway 
O'er  every  sea  and  every  land. 

3  His  hands  provide  our  food, 
And  every  blessing  give; 

We  feed  upon  his  care. 

And  in  his  pastures  live. 
With  cheerful  songs  declare  his  ways, 
And  let  his  praise  inspire  our  tongues. 

4  Good  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
His  truth  and  mercy  sure; 

While  earth  and  heaven  shall  last, 

His  promises  endure. 
With  bounteous  hand  he  spreads  his  sway 
O'er  every  sea,  and  every  land. 


MONMOUTH.    P.  M. 
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SCHUTZ. 

Sing  praise  to  God  who  reigns  above, 

The  God  of  all  creation, 
The  God  of  power,  the  God  of  love. 

The  God  of  our  salvation; 
AVith  healing  balm  my  soul  he  tills. 
And  every  faithless  murmur  stills: 
To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 

2  The  angel-host,  O  King  of  kings, 
Thy  praise  forever  telling, 

In  earth  and  sky  all  living  things 
Beneath  thy  shadow  dwelling, 
Adore  the  wisdom  which  could  span, 
And  power  which  formed  creation's  plan: 
To  God  all  [>raise  and  glory. 

3  What  God's  almighty  power  hath  made, 
His  gracious  mercy  keepeth; 

By  morning  glow  or  evening  shade 
His  watchful  eye  ne'er  sleei)eth; 
Within  the  kingdom  of  his  might, 
Lol  all  is  just  and  all  is  right: 
To  God  all  praise  and  glory, 

4  The  Lord  is  never  far  away, 
But,  through  all  grief  distressing. 

An  ever  present  help  and  stay, 

Of  peace  and  joy  and  blessing; 
As  with  a  mother's  tender  hand, 
He  leads  his  own,  his  chosen  band: 
To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 


5  Thus  all  my  toilsome  way  along, 

I  sing  aloud  thy  praises, 
That  men  may  hear  the  grateful  song 

My  voice  unwearied  raises: 
Be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  my  heart; 
Both  soul  and  body  bear  your  part; 
To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 
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Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place 

In  every  generation; 
Thy  people  still  have  known  thy  grace. 

And  blessed  thy  consolation ; ' 
Through  every  age  thou  heardst  our  cry; 
Through  every  age  we  found  thee  nigh, 
Our  strength  and  our  salvation. 

2  Our  cleaving  sins  we  oft  have  wept, 
And  oft  thy  patience  ])rovi'd; 

But  still  thy  "faith  we  fast  have  kept. 

Thy  name  we  still  have  lovrd; 
And  thou  hast  kept  and  loved  us  well. 
Hast  granted  vis  in  thee  to  dwell, 
LInshaken,  unremovc'd. 

3  No,  nothing  from  thine  arms  of  love 
Shall  thine  own  people  sever; 

Our  helper  never  will  remove. 

Our  God  will  fail  us  never. 
Thy  people.  Lord,  have  dwelt  in  thee. 
Our  dwelling-i^ace  thou  still  wilt  be 
Forever  and  forever. 


iBob  the  Father. 
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1.  Oh,  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above ;      Oh,    gratefully  sing  Ms  pow'r  and  his  love ! 
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Our  Shield  and  De  fender,  the  Ancient  of  Day  s,  Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with  praise. 
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Grant. 


And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the 
storm. 

On,  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above;  3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  re- 
Oh,  gratefully  sing  his  power  and  his  love!  citeV 

Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  it  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 

Days,  It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the 
Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with  plains, 

praise.  And  sweetly  distills  in  the  dew  and  the  rains. 

2  Oh,  tell  of  his  might,  oh,  sing  of  his  grace,  4  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 

Whose  robe   is  the  light,   whose  canopy.  In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  lind  thee  to  fail; 

space  !  Thy  mercies  how  tender !    how  firm  to  the 
His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-  end  ! 

clouds  form.  Our  Maker,Defender,Redeemer,and  Friend. 
HANOVEK.    10. 10.  11. 11.  Croft. 


1.  0  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad  voice,  His  praise  in  the  great  assem-bly   to    sing ; 
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In  their  great  Creator  let  all  men  re  -  joice,  Andheirs  of  sal-vationbe  glad  in  their  King. 


O  PRAISE  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad 
voice, 
His  praise  in  the  great  assembly  to  sing ; 
In  iheir  great  Creator  let  all  men  rejoice, 
And  heirs  of  salvation  be  glad  in  their 
King. 
2  Let  them  his  great  name  devoutly  adore. 
In  loud-swelling  strains  his  praises  ex- 
press. 


Who  graciously  opens  his  bountiful  store, 
Their  wants  to  relieve,  and  his  children 
to  bless. 

•^  With  glory  adorned,  his  people  shall  sing 

To  God,  who  defends  and  plenty  supplies; 

Their  loud  acclamations  to  him,  their  great 

King, 

Through    earth   shall   be   sounded,   and 

reach  to  the  skies. 


8ILVEB  STREET.    8.  M. 


iSo6  the  Father. 
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^r|  PsoZm  95. 

Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  sing: 

Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound; 

The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground, 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord; 

We  are  his  work  and  not  our  own; 
He  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

POTSDAM.    S.M. 


Watts. 


4-t  Psalm  IZb:  1-5. 

t1:A  Montgombrv. 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice: 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 

With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 
Above  all  blessings  high. 

Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 
And  laud,  and  magnify? 

3  Oh,  for  the  living  flame 
From  his  own  altar  brought, 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 
And  his  salvation  ours; 

Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

Bach. 
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Plumtrk 


Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart. 
Rejoice,  give  thanks  and  sing; 

Your  festal  banner  wave  on  high, 
The  cross  of  Christ  your  King. 

2  With  voice  as  full  and  strong 

As  ocean's  surging  praise, 
Send  forth  the  hymns  our  fathers  loved. 

The  psalms  of  ancient  days. 


3  Still  lift  your  standard  high. 
Still  march  in  firm  array, 

As  warriors  through  the  darkness  toil, 
Till  dawns  the  golden  day. 

4  Then  on,  ye  pure  in  heart, 
Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing, 

Your  festal  banner  wave  on  high. 
The  cross  of  Christ  your  King. 


iSob  the  Father. 


ST.  THOMAS.    S.  M. 
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Wake,      ev  -  'ry    heart,  and      ev   -  'ry  tongue,     To       praise   the     Sav-iour's    name! 
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A*\  Ha.'.  15 :  3. 

^*-'  Hammond. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb! 
Wake,  every  heart,  and  every  tongue, 

To  praise  the  Saviour's  name! 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love: 
Sing  of  his  rising  power: 

Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 
Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing! 

Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  th'  exalted  King. 

4  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 

"  Ye  blessC'd  children,  come!" 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away 
To  our  eternal  home. 

5  Soon  shall  our  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim. 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

A  A  Psalm  103. 

^*  Watts. 

Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul! 

Let  all  within  me  join. 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  his  name, 

Whose  favors  are  divine. 

2  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul! 
Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 

Forgotten  in  unthankfulness, 
And  without  praises  die. 

3  'Tis  he  forgives  thy  sins; 
Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain; 

'Tis  he  that  heals  thy  sicknesses, 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love, 
When  ransomed  from  the  grave; 

He  who  redeemed  my  soul  from  hell. 
Hath  sovereign  power  to  save. 
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Psalm  84. 
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Watts. 
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Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known; 
Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets. 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry;  [ground. 

We're    marching    through    Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


Afi  Homage  and  Devotion. 

With  joy,  we  lift  our  eyes 
To  those  bright  realms  above. 

That  glorious  temple  in  the  skies, 
Where  dwells  eternal  Love. 

2  Before  thy  throne  we  bow, 
O  thou  almighty  King! 

Here  we  present  the  solemn  vow, 
And  hymns  of  praise  we  sing. 

3  While  in  thy  house  we  kneel. 
With  trust  and  holy  fear. 

Thy  mercy  and  thy  truth  reveal. 
And  lend  a  gracious  ear. 

4  Lord,  teach  our  hearts  to  pray 
And  tune  our  lips  to  sing; 

Nor  from  thy  presence  cast  away 
The  sacrifice  we  bring. 


Jervis. 


KENT.    C.  M. 


iBoc!)  the  Father. 
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MoiiNINGTON. 


1,  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life,  In  trouble  and  in  j  oy,  The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still, 

My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 
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Psalm  34. 


4  #  Tate  and  Erauy. 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 

My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  Oh,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
With  me  exalt  his  name! 

When  in  distress  to  him  1  called, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 

3  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 
The  dwellings  of  the  just; 

Deliverance  he  atfords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust. 

4  Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  love: 
Experience  will  decide 

How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they. 
Who  in  his  truth  conlkle. 


ST.  MARTINS.    CM 


'  Praise  ye  the  Lord." 


"io  Wardlaw. 

Li?^T  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  breath  our  souls  insjiired; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthems  raise, 
With  grateful  ardor  tired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought. 

Loads  every  moment,  as  it  liies 
With  benefits  unsought. 

3  Lift  up  to  (iod  the  voice  of  praise, 
From  whom  salvation  Hows; 

Who  sent  his  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

4  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
For  hope's  transporting  ray,        [death 

Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 


Wm.  Tansur. 
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ful  strains!  Let     earth     his  praise  re-sound; 


Sing  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  strains ! 

Let  earth  his  praise  resound: 
Ye,  too,  who  on  the  ocean  dwell, 

And  fill  the  isles  around  I 
2  O  city  of  the  Lord!  begin 

The  universal  song. 
And  let  the  scattered  villages 

Thy  joyful  notes  prolong. 


a-  round. 
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3  Oh,  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands, 
Unto  Jehovah  sing! 

And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 
Shout  to  the  Lord,  the  King. 

4  Let  all  combined,  with  one  accord, 
Jehovah's  glories  raise. 

Till  in  remotest  bounds  of  earth 
The  nations  sound  his  praise. 


iBob  the  Father. 


ST.  OSTVALD.    8s&7s. 
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1.  Praise    the  Lord,  ye  heavens   a  -  dore    him;  Praise  him,     an-  gels       in      the   height: 
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Kempthornk. 


Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore  him; 

Praise  him,  angels,  in  the  height; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  him; 

Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  hath  spoken; 

Worlds  his  mighty  voice  obeyed; 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken, 

For  their  guidance  he  hath  made. 


3  Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  glorious; 
Never  shall  his  promise  fail. 

God  hath  made  his  saints  victorious, 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 

4  Praise  the  Lord  for  our  salvation. 
Hosts  on  high  his  power  proclaim; 

Heaven  and  earth  and  all  creation 
Laud  and  magnify  his  name. 


PITTINGTON.    8s&7s 
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X  t        "  Over  all,  God  blessed /or  ever. " 

»-'-'-  W.  Goods. 

Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing, 
Who,  in  God  the  Father's  name, 

With  compassions  never  ceasing, 
Comes  salvation  to  proclaim. 

2  Lo!  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee; 

Thee,  our  Saviour;  thee,  our  God! 
From  his  throne  his  beams  of  glory 

Shine  through  all  the  world  abroad. 


3  Jesus,  thee  our  Saviour  hailing, 
Thee,  our  God,  in  praise  we  own; 

Highest  honors,  never  failing, 
llise  eternal  round  thy  throne. 

4  Now,  ye  saints,  his  power  confessing, 
In  yoiir  grateful  strains  adore; 

For  his  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Flows,  and  riows  for  evermore. 


iSo6  the  Father. 


ITALIAN  HYMN.    68  &  48. 


GlABDIKI. 


1.  Come,  all  ye    saints  of  God,  Wide  thro' the  earth     a-broadSpread  Jesus' fame:  Tell  what  his 
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love  hath  done;  Trust  in  his  name    a-lone;  Shout  to    his  loft 
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y  throne, "Worthy  the  Lamb!" 
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KQ  JZct.  5. 

t^^  BODBN. 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad 

Spread  Jesus'  fame : 
Tell  what  his  love  hath  done ; 
Trust  in  his  name  alone ; 
Shout  to  his  lofty  throne, 
"Worthy  the  Lamb  I" 

2  Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears  I 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears ; 

Swell  the  glad  theme : 
To  Christ,  our  gracious  King, 
Strike  each  melodious  string ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

3  Hark  !  how  the  choirs  above, 
Filled  with  the  Saviour's  love, 

Dwell  on  his  name ! 
There,  too,  may  we  be  found, 
With  light  and  glory  crowned, 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  I" 

KQ  2  Cor.  13:  14. 

OO  C.  Wbslky. 

Come,  thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing. 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  Days  I 

2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword  ; 
Our  prayer  attend : 


Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  give  thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness. 
On  us  descend. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour : 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power ! 


'Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath  praise 

the  Lord." — Psalm  150.  Goodb. 


54 

Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name, 
Praise  through  his  courts  proclaim  ; 

Rise  and  adore : 
High  o'er  the  heavens  above 
Sound  his  great  acts  of  love. 
While  his  rich  grace  we  prove. 

Vast  as  his  power. 

2  Now  let  the  trumpet  raise 
Sounds  of  triumphant  praise, 

Wide  as  his  fame  : 
There  let  the  harp  be  found  ; 
Organs,  with  solemn  sound, 
Roll  your  deep  notes  around. 

Filled  with  his  name. 

3  While  his  high  praise  ye  sing, 
Strike  every  sounding  string ; 

Sweet  the  accord  ! 
He  vital  breath  bestows ; 
Let  every  breath  that  flows 
His  noblest  fame  disclose  : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


iBo6  the  Father. 


INNOCENTS.    78. 
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K  K    "fl^i«  mercy  endurcth  for  ever.'' — Psalm  136. 
*J*y  Milt 

Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  He,  with  all-commanding  might. 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  All  things  living  he  doth  feed; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  He  his  chosen  race  did  bless, 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


Ka  Glory  to  the  Triune  God. 

OU  C.  Wesley. 

Glory  be  to  (Jod  on  high, — 
God,  whose  glory  fills  the  sky; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, — 
Man,  the  well-beloved  of  heaven. 

2  Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King! 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing; 
Glad  thine  attributes  confess. 
Glorious  all,  and  numberless. 

3  JesusI  in  thy  name  we  pray. 
Take,  oh  I  take  our  sins  away! 
Powerful  Advocate  with  God! 
Justify  us  by  thy  blood. 

4  Hear,  for  thou,  O  Christ!  alone. 
Art  with  thy  great  Father  one; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  thee;— 
One  supreme  eternal  Three. 


MOZART.    7s. 


Arr.  from  Mozart. 
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1.  Songsof  pralsetheaIl^elssang,Heavenwlthhalleluiahsrang,WhenJehovall'swo^kbegun.— 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 
I    I 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest. 


Montgomery 


Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang. 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, — 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  born; 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 


3  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice. 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

4  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


Public  IJllorship. 


MESSIAH.    7s.  8  lines. 
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1.  Ho-  ly,  ho-ly,  holy  Lord  God  ofHostsIwhenheav'nandearthOutof  darkness, atthyword, 
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Is-sued  in  -  to  glorious  hirth,  All  thy  works  before  thee  stood,  And  thine  eye  beheld  them  good; 
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Ho  -  ly,  ho  -ly,  ho  -  ly  Lord. 

Gen.  1  :  31.    7s.  6:  3. 

Montgomery. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 

God  of  Hosts!  when  heaven  and  earth 
Out  of  darkness,  at  thy  word, 

Issued  into  glorious  birth, 
All  thy  works  before  thee  stood. 
And  thine  eye  beheld  them  good: 
While  they  sung  with  sweet  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord. 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy!  all 

Heaven's'triuniphant  choir  shall  sing, 
While  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King: 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Harps  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Blending  in  sublime  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! 

•Tfc  Fiahn  84. 

*yn3  Lytb. 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love; 
Pleasant  are  thy  courts  below, 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe: 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  thy  face. 
For  thy  fullness,  God  of  grace! 

2  Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly 
Round  thy  altars,  O  Most  High! 
Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 
In  their  Heavenly  Father's  breast! 
Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around. 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair. 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 


\-t±-fz 
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3  Happy  souls!  their  praises  flow, 

Even  in  this  vale  of  woe; 

Waters  in  the  desert  rise. 

Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies; 

On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

Till  they  reach  thy  throne  at  length; 

At  thy  feet  adoririg  fall. 

Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 


60 


"  Wonders  of  God's  Condescension," 

Psalm  113.  JcsiAH  Conder. 

Hallelu.jah!  let  us  raise 

To  our  God  the  song  of  praise: 

All  his  servants  join  to  sing, 

God,  our  Saviour  and  our  King. 

Blessed  be  for  evermore 

That  dread  name  which  we  adore; 

0"er  all  nations,  God  alone. 

Higher  than  the  heavens  his  throne. 

2  Yet  to  view  the  heavens  he  bends; 
Yea,  to  earth  he  condescends; 
Passing  by  the  rich  and  great, 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 
He  the  broken  spirit  cheers. 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner's  tears, 
Such  the  wonders  of  his  ways: 
Praise  his  name,  forever  praise. 

f*-i  Te  Deum. 

V-i-  C.  Wbslbv. 

TiiEE  to  laud  in  songs  divine. 
Angels  and  archangels  join, 
We  with  them  our  voices  raise. 
Echo  thine  eternal  praise: 
■  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
Live,  by  heaven  and  earth  adored; 
Full  ofthee,  they  ever  cry. 
Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 


Public  lilorship. 


ALL  SAINTS.    L.  M. 


Wm.  Knapp. 


/\iy  Psalm  84. 

\fjmi  Watts. 

IIow  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 
O  Lord  of  hosts,  thy  dwellings  are! 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints, 
To  meet  the  assemljlies  of  thy  saints. 

2  My  llesh  would  rest  in  thine  abode; 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God: 
My  (iudi  my  KingI  why  shordd  I  be 
So" fur  from  all  my  joys  and  thee! 

3  Blest  are  the  souls  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays. 
And  seek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praise. 

4  Cheerful  they  walk  with  growingstrength, 
Till  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  Length; 
Till  all  before  thy  face  appear. 

And  join  in  nobler  worship  there. 


Macht  hoch  die  Tliiir."     Geo.  Weissel, 

.Miss  Winkworth,  tr. 


m 

On,  hallowed  is  the  land  and  blest. 
Where  Christ,  the  lender,  is  confessed! 
Oh,  happy  hearts  and  happy  homes. 
To  whom  the  great  Redeemer  comes! 

2  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  gates! 
Behold  the  King  of  glory  waits: 


The  King  of  kings  is  drawing  near; 
The  Saviour  of  the  world  is  here. 

3  Fling  wide  the  portals  of  your  heart: 
Make  it  a  temple  set  apart 

From  earthly  use  for  heaven's  employ. 
Adorned  with  prayer,  and  love,  anfl  joy. 

4  Redeemer,  come!  I  open  wide 
My  soul  to  thee;  here.  Lord,  abide! 
Thankful  and  glad  my  song  I  raise, 
And  give  to  thee  a  life  of  praise. 

f*  I  Pm/iii  27  :  5. 

V**  Heber. 

FoKTii  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky 
Lord,  to  thine  altar's  shade  we  tly; 
Forth  from  the  world,  its  hope  and  fear. 
Father,  we  seek  thy  shelter  here. 

2  Long  have  we  roamed  in  want  and  pain, 
Long  have  we  sought  thy  rest  in  vain; 
Weary  and  weak,  thy  grace  we  pray; 
Turn  not,  O  Lord!  thy  guests  away. 

3  "Wildered  in  doubt,  in  darkness  lost, 
Long  have  our  souls  been  tempest  tossed; 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay: 

Turn  not,  "O  Lord!  thy  guests  away. 


Public  lilorship. 


GERMANY.    L.  M. 


Arr.  from  Beetho^'en. 
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Lord,  from  thee 
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/i  "t  Jb/in  6 :  31-35. 

00  Watts. 

Far  from  my  tho'ts,  vain  world,  begone  I 

Let  my  religious  hours  alone: 

Fain  would  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  see; 

1  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And"  kindles  with  a  pure  desire: 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus  I  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

3  Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all  divine! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine: 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  One 
That  eyes  have  seen,  or  angels  known! 

f*l\  Psalm  139 :  23-24. 

vfvf  Doddridge. 

O  THOU  great  God!  whose  piercing  eye 
Distinctly  marks  each  deep  recess; — 

In  these  sequestered  hours  draw  nigh, 
And  with  thy  presence  fill  the  place. 

2  Through  all  the  windings  of  my  heart. 
My  search  let  heavenly  wisdom  guide; 

And  still  its  radiant  beams  impart. 
Till  all  be  cleansed  and  purified. 

3  Then,  with  the  visits  of  thy  love, 
Vouchsafe  my  inmost  soul  to  cheer; 

'  Til!  every  grace  shall  join  to  prove 
That  God  has  fixed  his  dwelling  here. 

\)  4  N.  L.  Frothingham. 

O  God,  whose  presence  glows  in  ail 
Within,  around  us,  and  above, 

Thy  word  we  bless,  thy  name  we  call. 
Whose  word  is  truth,  whose  name  is  love. 

2  That  truth  be  with  the  heart  believed 
Of  all  who  seek  this  sacred  place, 


With  power  proclaimed,  in  peace  received,- 
Our  spirits'  light,  thy  spirit's  grace. 

3  That  love  its  holy  influence  pour, 
To  keep  us  meek  and  make  us  free, 

And  throw  its  binding  blessings  more 
Round  each  with  all,  and  all  with  thee. 

4  Send  down  its  angel  to  our  side, 
Send  in  its  calm  upon  the  breast: 

For  we  would  know  no  other  guide, 
And  we  can  need  no  other  rest. 


John  Pierpont 
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O  THOU,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 
The  lyre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung, 

Whom  kings  adored  in  songs  sublime. 
And   prophets    praised    with    glowing 
tongue: 

2  Not  now  on  Zion's  height  alone, 
Thy  favored  worshippers  may  dwell, 

Nor  where  at  sultry  noon  thy  Son 
Sat  weary,  by  the  patriarch's  well: 

3  From  every  place  below  the  skies, 
The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer, 

The  incense  of  the  heart,  may  rise 
To  heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 

4  To  thee  shall  age  with  snowy  hair 

And  strength  and  beauty,  bend  the  n.nee; 
And  childhood  lisp,  with  reverent  air. 
Its  praises  and  its  prayers  to  thee. 

5  O  Thou,  to  whom  in  amnent  time, 

The  lyre  of  i)rophet  bards  was  strung, — 
To  th^e,  at  1  ist,  in  every  clime. 
Shall  temples  rise  and  praise  be  sung. 


Public  Tilorship. 


KEBIiE.    li.  M 


Dyki 


1.  Fraise.Lord,  for  thee      in       Zi  -  on  waits :  Fray'r  shall  besiege  thy     tern  -  pled  gates: 


t>"  H.  F.  Lyte. 

Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits: 
Prayer  shall  besiege  thy  temple  gates: 
All  rtesh  shall  to  thy  throne  repair. 
And  tind,  through  Christ,  salvation  there. 

2  Our  spirits  faint;  our  sins  prevail; 
Leave  not  our  trembling  hearts  to  fail: 
O  thou  that  hearest  prayer,  descend, 
And  still  be  found  the  sinner's  friend. 


2  Lol  God  is  here,  whom  day  and  night 
United  choirs  of  angels  praise; 

To  him,  enthroned  above  all  height, 
The  hosts  of  heaven  their  anthems  raise. 

3  Almighty  Father,  may  our  praise 
Thy  courts  with  grateful  fragrance  fill; 

Still  may  we  stand  before  thy  face. 
Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will. 


3  Thy  hand  sets  fast  the  mighty  hills, 
Thy  voice  the  troubled  ocean  stills: 
Evening  and  morning  hymn  thy  praise, 
And  earth  thy  bounty  wide  displays. 

4  The  year  is  with  thy  goodness  crowned; 
Thy  clouds  drop  wealth  the  world  around; 
Through  thee  the  deserts  laugh  and  sing, 
And  nature  smiles  and  owns  her  King. 

5  Lord,  on  our  souls  thy  spirit  pour; 
The  mural  waste  within  restore; 

O  let  thy  love  our  spring  tide  be. 
And  make  us  all  bear  fruit  to  thee. 


Tbrstbegbn  and  Weslbv. 
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Lo!  God  is  here:  let  us  adore, 
And  own  how  holy  is  this  place; 

Let  ali  within  us  feel  his  power, 
And  humbly  bow  before  his  face. 
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Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind. 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God; 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  heavenly  lire? 

O  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame; 
Teach  it  to  burn  with  pure  desire. 

3  Impress  upon  my  wandering  mind 
The  love  that  Christ  for  sinners  bore; 

And  give  a  new,  a  contrite  heart, 
A  heart  the  Saviour  to  adore. 

4  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  the  Saviour  see; 

O  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  hearty 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 


Public  "BJorship. 
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Mrs.  Barbauld. 
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When,  as  returns  this  solemn  day, 
Man  comes  to  meet  his  God, 

What  rites,  what  honors  shall  he  pay? 
How  spread  his  praise  abroad? 

2  From  marble  domes  and  gilded  spires 
Shall  clouds  of  incense  rise  ? 

And  gems,  and  gold,  and  garlands  deck 
The  costly  sacrifice  ? 

3  Vain,  sinful  man! — creation's  Lord 
Thine  offerings  well  may  spare; 

But  give  thy  heart,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  God  will  hear  thy  prayer. 


^  »>  lirfore  Public  Worship. 

4  O  Carlyle. 

Lord!  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne, 

And  our  confessions  pour. 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own, 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

2  Our  broken  spirits,  pitying,  see; 
And  penitence  impart; 

Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  thee, 
Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 
May  we  our  wills  resign; 

And  not  a  thought  our  bosom  share. 
Which  is  not  wholly  thine. 


4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill. 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies; 
And  teach  our  hearts — "tis  goodness  still 

That  grants  it,  or  denies. 

^A    An  old  Version  of  tlie  Eighty-fourth  Psalm. 

How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings  fair, 

O  Lord  of  hosts!  how  dear 
The  pleasant  tabernacles  are. 

Where  thou  dost  dwell  so  near: 

2  My  soul  doth  long  and,  fainting,  sigh 
Thy  courts,  O  Lord,  to  see; 

My  heart  and  fiesh  aloud  do  cry, 
O  living  God,  for  thee! 

3  Happy,  who  in  thy  house  reside. 
Where  thee  they  ever  praise; 

Happy,  whose  strength  in  thee  doth  bide, 
And  in  their  hearts  thy  ways. 

4  They  journey  on  from  strength  to  strength 
With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer, 

Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 
In  Zion  do  appear. 

5  For  God  the  Lord,  both  sun  and  shield, 
Gives  grace  and  glory  bright; 

No  good  from  them  shall  be  withheld. 
Whose  ways  are  just  and  right. 

6  Lord  God  of  hosts,  who  reign'st  on  high! 
That  man  is  truly  blest 

Who  doth  on  thee  alone  rely, 
In  thee  alone  doth  rest. 


REDHEAD.    S.  M. 
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Redheau 
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Ke  -  deem    -    er,        God, 


And   sheds     his     love     a  -  broad! 
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^  K     "/fot(;  amiable  are  Thy  tabernacles  !  " 

•  ^  S.  Stennett. 

How  charming  is  the  place 

Where  my  Redeemer,  God, 
Unvails  the"  beauties  of  his  face, 

And  sheds  his  love  abroad! 

2  Here,  on  the  mercy-seat. 
With  radiant  glory  crowned, 

Our  joyful  eyes  behold  him  sit, 
And  smile  on  all  around. 

3  To  him  our  prayers  and  cries 
Our  humble  souls  present; 

He  listens  to  our  broken  sighs, 
And  grants  us  every  want. 

4  Give  me,  O  Lord,  a  place 
Within  thy  blest  abode, 

Among  the  children  of  thy  grace, 
The  servants  of  my  God, 


/y^  Psalm  84  :  10-12. 

W^ELCOME,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise! 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast. 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes! 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to  day; 

Here  may  we  sit,  and  see  him  here. 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day,  amid  the  place 
Where  my  dear  Lord  hath  been. 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this, 

And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


Watts. 
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Public  Tilorship. 
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B.  TOUES. 
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1.  0     day    of   rest  and  glad  -  ness,    0     day    of    joy   and  light,     0   balm   of  care  and 
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ing    be -fore  the  throne,  Sing,  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,   ho   -    ly,     To     the  great  Three  in  One. 
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Goi.  2:  2,  3.— .V/a».  28: 


1-T.— ^Ws  2  :  1-4. 
Ch.  Wordsworth. 


O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bnghtl 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly, 

Bending  before  the  throne, 
Sing,  Holy,  holy,  holy. 

To  the  great  Three  in  One. 

2  On  thee,  at  the  creation. 

The  light  tirst  had  its  birth: 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth; 
On  thee,  our  Lord  victorious 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven. 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

■^C        "  There  remaineth  a  rest." 

To-DAY  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  llowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams, 

2  New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest: 

*  This  hymn  and  the  78th,  being  originally  one  composition, 


To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father  and  to  Son; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 

d  \j  Ada  Cross. 

The  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath 

Breaks  o'er  the  earth  again. 
As  some  sweet  summer  morning 

After  a  night  of  pain; 
It  comes  as  cooling  showers 

To  some  exhausted  land. 
As  shade  of  clustered  palm-trees 

"Mid  weary  wastes  of  sand. 

2  And  we  would  bring  our  burden 
Of  sinful  thought  and  deed, 

In  thy  pure  presence  kneeling, 

From  bondage  to  be  freed; 
Our  heart's  most  bitter  sorrow 

For  all  thy  work  undone — 
So  many  talents  wastedl 

So  few  bright  laurels  won! 

3  And  with  that  sorrow  mingling, 
A  steadfast  faith,  and  sure. 

And  love  so  deep  and  fervent. 
That  tries  to  make  it  pure:— 

In  his  dear  presence  finding 
The  pardon  that  we  need; 

And  then  the  peace  so  lasting — 
Celestial  peace  indeed! 

may  be  used  as  a  single  hymn. 


Public  l^blorship, 

DIES  DOMINICA.    7s.  6s.  81. 


Dykes. 
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tho'ts  from  earth  withdraw;  We  search  for   sa-  cred  treas  -  ure.  We  learn  thy  ho-ly  law. 


80 


R.  Palmer. 

TiiY  holy  day's  returning 

Our  hearts  exult  to  see, 
And  with  devotion  burning, 

Ascend,  our  God,  to  thee. 
To-day  with  purest  pleasure, 

Our'thoughts  from  earth  withdraw; 
We  search  for  sacred  treasure, 

We  learn  thy  holy  law. 

MENDEBKAS.    7s  &  6s. 


I       I 


2  We  join  to  sing  thy  praises, 

God  of  the  Sabbath  day; 
Each  voice  in  gladness  raises 

Its  loudest,  sweetest  lay. 
Thy  richest  mercies  sharing, 

(jh,  till  us  with  thy  love, 
By  grace  our  souls  preparing 

For  nobler  praise  above. 


m 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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To-day  with  purest  pleasure. 


Our  tho'ts  from  earth  withdraw;  We  search  fc- sacred  treasure  Welearnthy  ho-  ly      law. 
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SABBATH.    7s.  6  or  8  1 


Public  Idblorship. 
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L.  Mason. 
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f  Safe-ly  through  anoth-er  week  God  has  brought  us  on  onr  way; ) 

t  Let  us  now     a  blessing  seek,  (0/(h< )    /Waiting  in  his 
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all  the  week  the  best,  Emblem  of  eternal  rest.  Day  of   all  the  week  the  oest.  Emblem  of  e  -  ter-nal  rest. 
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Newton. 


0-|  P«a;m  100:  4. 

Safely  through  another  week 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way; 

Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 
AVaiting  in  his  courts  to-day: 

Pay  of  all  the  week  the  best, 

Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 

2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace, 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 

Show  thy  reconciling  face; 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame: 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free. 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come,  thy  name  to  praise: 
Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near; 

May  thy  glories  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  thy  house  appear: 
Here  afford  us.  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast 


CO  Mal.\\  2. 

0..&  C.  Wesley. 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 
Christ,  the  true,  the  only  light, 

Sun  of  Righteousness  I  arise; 
Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night; 

Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near; 

Day-star,  in  my  heart  appear! 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn. 
If  thy  light  is  hid  from  me; 

Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see^ 
Till  they  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine; 
Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief, 

Fill  me,  radiant  Sun  divine! 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief: 
More  and  more  thyself  display. 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 


NASSAU. 


J.  KOSENMfjLLER. 


1.  Sad  and  wea-ry  were  our  way,   Fainting  oft   be-neathour    load 


But  for  thee,  thou  blessed  day, 
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Resting-place  on  life's  rough  road.  Here  flow  forth  the  streams  of  grace  i  Strengthen'd  hence  we  run  our  race, 
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Public  Ulorship. 
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Hf'h.  4 :  9. 

Mrs.  J.  A.  Ellioi 

Sad  and  weary  were  our  way, 
Fainting  oft  beneath  our  load, 

But  for  thee,  thou  blessed  day, 
Resting-place  on  life's  rough  road: 

Here  flow  forth  the  streams  of  grace; 

Strengthened  hence  we  run  our  race. 

2  Soon,  too  soon,  the  sweet  repose 

Of  this  day  of  God  will  cease; 
Soon  this  glimpse  of  heaven  will  close, 


Vanish  soon  the  hours  of  peace; 
Soon  return  the  toil,  the  strife, 
All  the  weariness  of  life. 

3  But  the  rest  which  yet  remains 
For  thy  people,  Lord,  above. 

Knows  nor  change,  nor  fears,  nor  pains, 
Endless  as  the  Saviour's  love: 

Oh,  may  every  Sabbath  here 

Bring  us  to  that  rest  more  near! 


ST.  CUTHBERT.    8.6.8.4. 


Dykes. 


1.  Hail!     sa   -    cred  day       of     earth  -  ly      rest,       From    toil     and    trou  -  ble      free; 


Thring. 
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Hail!  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest, 
From  toil  and  trouble  free: 

Hail!  day  of  light,  that  bringest  light 
And  joy  to  me. 

2  A  holy  stillness,  breathing  calm 
On  all  the  world  around, 

Uplifts  my  soul.  O  God,  to  thee, 
Where  rest  is  found. 

3  On  all  I  think  or  say  or  do, 
A  ray  of  light  divine 

Is  shed,  O  (4o(l,  this  day  by  thee. 
For  it  is  thine. 

4  Accept,  O  God,  my  hymn  of  praise. 
That  thou,  this  day,  hast  given 

Sweet  foretaste  of  tliat  endless  day 
Of  rest  in  heaven. 

85 

Snow  me  myself.  O  holy  Lord, 
Help  me  to  look  within; 


1  will  not  turn  me  from  the  sight 
Of  all  my  sin. 

2  Not  mine  the  purity  of  heart 
That  shall  at  last  see  God; 

Kot  mine,  tlie  following  in  the  steps 
The  Saviour  trod; 

3  Not  mine  the  life  I  tlunight  to  live 
When  lirst  1  took  his  name: 

Mine,  but  the  right  to  weep  and  grieve 
Over  my  shame. 

4  Yet,  Lord!  I  thank  thee  for  the  sight 
Thou  hast  vouchsafed  to  nie; 

And  humbled  in  the  dust,  1  shrink 
Closer  to  thee. 

5  And  if  thy  love  will  not  disown 
So  frail  a  "heart  as  mine. 

Chasten  and  cleanse  it  as  thou  wilt, 
But  keep  it  thine! 


Public  T3;lorship. 


ST.  GODRIC.    6.6.6.6.8.8. 


Dykes. 
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1.  Ke  -  joice,   the     Lord      is  King,        Your     Lord       and         King     a  -    dore; 
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Lift     up  your  heart,  lift     np  your  voice ;   Ke  -  joice,  a- gain     I       say,       re  -joice. 
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C.  Wesley. 


Rejoick,  the  Lord  is  King, 
Your  Lord  and  King  adore; 

Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing. 
And  triumph  evermore: 

Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice; 

Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 


87 


Timothy  Dwight. 


Now,  to  thy  sacred  house, 

With  joy  I  turn  my  feet, 
Where  saints,  with  morning  vows. 

In  full  assembly  meet: 
Thy  power  divine  shall  there  be  shown, 
And  from  thy  throne  thy  mercy  shine. 


2  .Tesus  the  Saviour  reigns. 
The  (lod  of  truth  and  love; 

When  he  had  purged  our  stains. 
He  took  his  seat  above: 

Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice; 

Rejoice,  again  1  say,  rejoice. 


2  Oh  I  send  thy  light  abroad; 

Thy  truth,  with  heavenly  ray. 
Shall  lead  my  soul  to  (iod. 

And  guide  my  doubtful  way; 
ril  hear  thy  word  with  faith  sincere. 
And  learn  "to  fear  and  praise  the  Lord. 


3  He  sits  on  God's  right  hand, 

Till  all  his  foes  submit. 
And  bow  to  his  command, 

And  fall  beneath  his  feet: 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice; 
Rejoice,  again  I  say,  rejoice. 


3  Now  in  thy  holy  hill, 

Before  thiiie  altar.  Lord! 
My  harp  and  song  ^hall  sound 

The  glories  of  thy  word: 
Henceforth,  to  thee.  0  (rod  of  grace! 
A  hymn  of  praise,  my  life  shall  be. 


Public  *8blor$hip. 


F.  Schneider. 


1.  Welcome,  de  -  lightful  morn,  Thou  day  of  sa  -  cred  rest !    I  hail  thy  kind  re-  turn ;— Lord, 
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make  these  moments  blest:  From  the  low  train  of 
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I     soar    to     reach  im  ■ 
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CO  PsalmWi,:  24. 

<50  Hayward. 

Welcome,  delightful  morn, 

Thou  day  of  sacred  rest  I 
I  hail  thy  kind  return; — 

Lord,  make  these  moments  blest: 
From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys, 

1  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 

2  Now  may  the  King  descend 
And  till  his  throne  of  grace; 

Thy  sceptre,  Lord,  extend, 

While  saints  address  thy  face: 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quickening  word 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord. 

3  Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers; 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  bless  the  sacred  hours: 
Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain, 
Nor  Sabbaths  be  enjoyed  in  vain. 

OQ        The  Church  and  iU  Founder. 

C?tf  Doddridge. 

With  ecstacy  of  joy 

Extol  his  glorious  name, 
Who  made  tlie  spacious  earth, 

And  saved  our  ruined  frame: 
He  built  the  church  who  l)uilt  the  sky  ; 
Shout  and  exalt  his  honors  high. 


2  Descend,  and  shed  abroad 

The  tokens  of  thy  grace, 
And,  with  more  radiant  beams, 

Let  glory  till  the  place: 
Our  joyful  soul  shall  prostrate  fall. 
And  own  our  Maker,  Lord  of  all. 

Ckf\  Tlie  Glory  of  the  Church. 

•  '"  Doddridge, 

O  ZionI  tune  thy  voice. 

And  raise  thy  "hands  on  high; 
Tell  all  the  earth  thy  joys, 

And  boast  salvation  nigh; 
Cheerful  in  (Jod,  arise  and  shine. 
While  rays  divine  stream  all  abroad. 

2  In  honor  to  his  name. 
Reflect  that  sacred  light; 

And  loud  that  grace  i>roclaim, 

Which  makes  thy  darkness  bright; 
Pursue  his  praise,  till  sovereign  love, 
In  worlds  above,  the  glory  raise. 

3  There,  on  his  holy  hill, 
A  brighter  sun  sliall  rise, 

And.  with  his  radiance,  till 
1'hose  fairer,  purer  skies; 
While,  round  his  throne,  ten  thousand  stars. 
In  nobler  spheres,  his  intlueuce  own. 


MIGDOL.    L.  M. 


Public  lilorship. 


L.  Mason. 


1.  Sweet  is     the  work,    my   God,    my  King,     To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
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To  show  thy  love     by  morn-ing     light,  And   talk      of    all     thy    truth     at     night. 
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Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast: 
Oh,  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found, 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound! 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word; 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine! 
How  deep  thy  counsels,  how  divine! 

4  Lord,  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part. 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 


5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wistTed  below; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

QQ        "Betuni  unto  thy  rest.—Ps.  116:  7. 

t/-*^  J.  Stennett. 

Another  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun: 
Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest; 
Enjoy  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest. 

2  Oh  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies!  [rise, 
And  draw  from  heaven  that  calm  repose 
Which  none  but  he  who  feels  it  knows. 

3  In  holy  duties  let  the  day. 
In  holy  pleasures,  pass  away; 

How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend. 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end! 


LITLINGTON    TOWEK.    L.  M 
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1.  Thine  earth  -  ly    Sab -baths,  Lord,  we  love.    But  there's  a      no  -  bier     rest     a-bove; 
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To     that  our  long-ing    souls     as  -  pire,  "^'ith     cneer-ful    hope    and    strong  de  -  sire. 
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9«:>  Rev.  22  :  1-5. 

*-^  Doddridge. 

Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above; 
To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire, 
With  cheerful  hope  and  strong  desire. 

2  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin  nor  death  shall  reach  the  place; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 


3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes; 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun; 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon! 

4  O  long-expected  day,  begin  I 
Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God. 


SEVAN.    6.6.6 


J.  Goss. 


lof  -  tiest     songs       of      praise       Your      joy   -    ful       horn  -  age        pay:       Come, 
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bless  the   day  that    God    hath  blest,    The    type      of  heav'n's  e    -    ter  -   nal 
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i.\i  E.  Scott. 

'-'^  T.  COTTEKILL. 

AwAKK,  ye  saints,  awake. 

And  hail  the  sacred  day! 
In  loftiest  songs  of  praise 

Your  joyful  homage  pay: 
Come,  bless  the  day  that  ("xod  hath  blest, 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 

2  On  this  auspicious  morn 

The  Lord  of  life  arose. 
And  burst  the  bars  of  death. 

And  vanquished  all  our  foes; 
And  now  he  |)lHads  our  cause  above 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  his  love. 


3  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord! 
Heaven  with  hosannas  rings, 

And  earth,  in  humbler  strains. 
Thy  praise  responsive  sings: 
Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reignl 

4  Great  King,  gird  on  thy  sword. 
Ascend  thy  conquering  car. 

With  justice,  power  and  love 
Maintain  tiie  glorious  war: 
This  day  let  sinners  own  thy  sway, 
And  rebels  cast  their  arms  away! 


BEATITUDO.    C.  M, 


Public  lilorship. 


Dykes. 


9,"^  Psalm  63. 

*J  Watts. 

Early,  my  God,  without  delay, 

I  haste  to  seek  thy  face: 
My  thirsty  spirit  faints  away. 

Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand, 
Beneath  a  burning  sky, 

Long  for  a  cooling  stream  at  hand, 
And  they  must  drink  or  die. 

3  Not  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys. 
Can  my  best  passions  move. 

Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice. 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  day, 
I'll  bless  my  God  and  King; 

Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 


Q/>  Scv.  7  :  1.5-17. 

*/"  Browne. 

Fkeqt'ent  the  day  of  God  returns 
To  shed  its  quickening  beams; 

And  yet,  how  slow  devotion  burns! 
How  languid  are.  its  tlames! 

2  Accept  our  faint  attempts  to  love; 
Our  follies.  Lord,  forgive: 

We  would  be  like  thy  saints  above, 
And  praise  thee  while  we  live. 

3  Increase,  O  Lord,  our  faith  and  hope, 
And  lit  us  to  ascend 

Where  the  assembly  ne'er  breaks  up, 
And  Sabbaths  never  end; — 

4  Where  we  shall  breathe  in  heavenly  air, 
With  heavenly  lustre  shine; 

Before  the  throne  of  God  appear. 
And  feast  on  love  divine. 


LANESBORO'.    C.  M. 


English  Melody. 


1.  Earl  -  y,  my  God,  with-out  de  -  lay,      I  haste  to_    seek  thy  face:  My  tMrs-ty   spir  -  it 


faints  a  -  way.  My    thirs- ty       spir- it    faints  a    -    way,  "With-out   thy  cheering  grace. 


Public  lilorship. 


NEW  CASTLE.    8.  6.  8.  8.  6. 


MORLEY. 
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1.  0  thou,  who  art  enrobed  with  light,  How  pure  the  soul  must  be,  When  placed  within  thy 
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search- ing  sight,  It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight    Can  live       and     look       on  thee  ! 

I 


97  Rev.  21  :  22-27. 

•  BiNNEI 

O  THOU,  who  art  enrobed  with  light, 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be, 
When,  |)lace(l  within  thy  searching  sight, 
It  shrinks  not.  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  theel 


2  In  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard, 

Beside  the  Syrian  sea. 
The  gracious  calling  of  the  Lord, 
Let  us,  like  them,  without  a  word, 

Rise  up  and  follow  thee. 


2  Lord,  how  can  1,  whose  native  sphere 
Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim. 

Before  thy  radiant  light  appear, 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 
Thine  uncreated  beam  V 

3  Is  there  a  way  for  man  to  rise 
To  that  sublime  abode? 

Thine  offering  and  thy  sacrifice, 
Thy  pains,  and  groans,  and  tears,  and  cries. 
Thy  death,  O  Lamb  of  GodI— 

4  These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  sight 
Of  Majesty  above; 

The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
Can  dwell  in  the  eternal  Light, 
Through  the  eternal  Love. 
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Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind. 
Forgive  our  feverish  waysl 

Reclothe  ns  in  our  rigtitful  mind; 

In  purer  lives  thy  service  find. 
In  deeper  reverence,  praise. 


Whittier. 


3  O  Sabbath  rest  of  Galilee! 
O  calm  of  hills  above! 

Where  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with  thee 
The  silence  of  eternity. 
Interpreted  by  love! 

4  With  that  deep  hush  subduing  all 
Our  words  and  works  that  drown 

The  tender  whisper  of  thy  call, 
As  noiseless  let  thy  blessing  fall 
As  fell  thy  manna  down. 

5  Drop  thy  still  dews  of  quietness. 
Till  all  our  strivings  cease; 

Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress, 
And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 
The  beauty  of  thy  peace. 

(5  lireathe  throus:h  the  heats  of  our  desire 

Thy  coolness  and  thy  balm; 
Let  sense  be  duinl),  let  fiesh  retire; 
Speak  through  tlie  earthquake,  wind  and 
fire, 

O  still  small  voice  of  calm! 


Public  T^blorship. 


SEYMOUR.    7s. 


Von  Weber. 


it^Efei^ 
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^    f  To  thy  tem-ple       I  re  -  pair ;  Lord,  I    love   to  worship  there,  U,      ,^         themei-cv     seat 
^'  I  When  within  the  vail  I    meet  {Omil )/  ^'^^^  ''^  ^°'«     ^^    °^«^  cy^    seat. 


Qrt  lie^-  10  :  19-22. 

^*J  Montgomery. 

To  thy  temple  I  repair; 
Lord,  I  love  to  worship  there, 
When  within  the  vail  1  meet 
Thee  before  the  mercy  seat, 

2  While  thy  glorious  praise  is  sung, 
Touch  my  lips,  unloose  my  tongue; 
That  my  joyful  soul  may  bless 
Thee,  the  Lord,  our  righteousness. 

3  AVhile  the  prayers  of  saints  ascend, 
God  of  love!  to  mine  attend: 

Hear  me,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads; 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

4  From  thine  house  when  I  return. 
May  my  heart  within  me  burn; 
And  at  evening  let  me  say, 

"1  have  walked  with  God  to  day." 

-|  f\r\  Psalm  27  :  8,  9. 

JLVfVF  Hammond. 

Lord!  we  come  before  thee  now; 
At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow; 
Oh!  do  not  our  suit  disdain; — 
Shall  we  seek  thee,  Lord,  in  vain? 

2  Lord!  on  thee  our  souls  depend, 
In  compassion,  now  descend: 

Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace; 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise. 

3  Send  some  message  from  thy  word. 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford; 

Let  thy  Spirit  now  impart 
Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 


-g  £\-t     "  Tlie  peace  of  God."— Phil.  4  :  7. 
AvFX  s.  F.  Smith. 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day: 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun, 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  run. 

2  Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad; 
'Tis  the  holy  peace  of  God; 
Symbol  of  the  peace  within, 
AVhen  the  spirit  rests  from  sin 

3  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near 
Where  the  evening  worshiper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies, 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

4  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  thee! 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose. 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close- 

-|  rkQ  "  The  night  cometh." 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away: 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord!  I  would  commune  with  thee. 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 
Naught  escapes  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity. 
Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 

3  Soon  for  me  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free. 
Take,  me,  Lord!  to  dwell  with  thee. 


DoANE. 


HOLLEY.    7s. 


Geo.  Hews. 


1.  Soft  -   ly     now    the 
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Free  from    care,  from      la  -  bor      free.      Lord,     I     would     com-mune  with    thee. 
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PETEBBORO'.    C.  M. 

— 1-4— l-^-n-l- 


Che  Holy  Spirit. 


R.  Harrison. 


1,  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove,  With  all  thy  quick'nmg  pow'rs,  Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  onrs. 

Ill  I  igitfj.  .(=- 
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1  rkQ     "  -Be  filled  wilh  the  Spirit."— Eph.  5 :  18. 
AVfO  Watts 

CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickenincr  powers, 

Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  liearts  of  ours. 

2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  these  trilling  toysl 

Our  souls  can  neither  tly  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs; 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise: 

Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers! 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  .Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

ST.  GODRIC.    6.  6.  6.  6.  8.  8 
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Spirit  Divinel  attend  our  prayer, 
And  make  our  hearts  thy  home: 

Descend  with  all  thy  gracious  power: 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come! 

2  Come  as  the  light;  to  us  reveal 
Our  sinfulness  and  woe; 

And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  lire,  and  purge  our  hearts, 
With  sacrificial  Hame; 

Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be. 
To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

4  Come  as  the  wind,  with  rushing  sound, 
With  Pentecostal  grace; 

And  make  the  great  salvation  known. 
Wide  as  tlie  human  race. 


1.  0  thou  that  hearest  pray'rl  At-tend  our    humble   cry:    And    let  thy  servants  share  Thy 
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blessing  from  on  high:  We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word;  Grant  US  thy  Ho-ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord! 
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lO'*  LukeU:  13. 

O  THOU  that  hearest  prayer! 

Attend  our  humble  cry: 
And  let  thy  servants  share 

Thy  blessing  from  on  high: 
We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word 
Grant  us  thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord! 
2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  when  they  cry; 
If  they  with  love  sincere, 

ZEBULON.    6.6.6.6.8.8. 
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J.   BUKTON. 
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(Second  Tiinr.) 
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Their  children's  wants  supply; 
Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  thy  children  pray. 
3  Our  heavenly  Father,  thou: 

W'e,  children  of  thy  grace: 
Oh,  let  thy  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  till  the  place! 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

L.  Mason. 


1 ,0  thou  that  hearest  pray'r!  Attend  onr  humble  cry;  And  Lord. 

let  thy  servants  share  Thy  blessing  from  on  high !  We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word;  Grant  us  thy  Holy  Spirt, 

.  n, 


ELVET.    C.  M. 
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lUhe  Holy  Spirit. 


Dyees. 
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1.  Why  should  the  children  of  a  King  Go  mourning  all  their  days  ?  Great  Comforter !  descend  and  bring 

^  Some  tokens  of  thy  grace 
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-J  f\fL    "  T'/'C  mr«cs<  o/  iht  Spirit."— 2  Cor.  1  :  22. 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 
Go  mourning  all  their  days? 

Great  Comforter!  descend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  thy  saints, 
And  seal  them  heirs  of  heaven? 

When  wilt  thou  banish  ray  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 
In  my  Redeemer's  blood; 

And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  1  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love. 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come; 

And  thy  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Will  safe  convey  me  home. 
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JL''*  Miss  AuBER. 

Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

II  is  tender  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed 

With  us  on  earth  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame 
To  teach,  convince,  subdue; 

All-powerful  as  the  wind  he  came, 
And  ev'n  as  viewless  too. 

3  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart; 
A  gracious,  willing  guest, 

While  he  can  And  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  Hx  his  rest. 

4  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace! 
Our  weakness  pitying  see; 

Oh,  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelling  place, 
Purer  and  worthier  thee. 

Wm.  Tansur. 


-g  r^C    "  To  this  man  will  I  look."— Is.  66  :  2. 
XVfO  Faber. 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble,  Lord! 

The  simplest  are  the  best; 
Thy  lodging  is  in  child-like  hearts; 

Thou  makest  there  thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter!  eternal  Love! 
If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me. 

Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways 
ril  build  a  house  for  thee. 

3  Who  made  this  beating  heart  of  mine 
Rut  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest? 

Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest! 


"I  OQ  Psalm  133. 

A.\JtJ  Miss  Auber. 

Spirit  of  peace!  celestial  Dove! 

How  excellent  thy  praise! 
No  richer  gift  than  Christian  love 

Thy  gracious  power  displays. 

2  Sweet  as  the  dew  on  herb  and  flower 
That  silently  distills. 

At  evening's  soft  and  balmy  hour. 
On  Zion's  fruitful  hills, — 

3  So.  with  mild  influence  from  above, 
Shall  promised  grace  descend, 

Till  universal  peace  and  love 
O'er  all  the  earth  extend! 


STATE   STREET.    S.  M. 
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Che  Holy  Spirit. 


J.  C.  Woodman. 
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1.  Come,Holy  Spirit, come !  Let  thy  'bright  beams  arise !  Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds,  The  darkness  from  our  eyes 
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CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  comel 
Let  thy  bright  beams  arise: 

Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin; 
Then  lead  to  .Tesus'  blood. 

And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  "Tis  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul. 

To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 


11 


JLLJ.  Mrs.  Brown. 

O  Lord,  thy  work  revive. 

In  Zion's  gloomy  hour; 
And  make  her  dying  graces  live 

Ey  thy  restoring  power. 

2  Awake  thy  chosen  few 
To  fervent,  earnest  prayer; 

Again  their  sacred  vows  renew; 
Thy  blessed  presence  share. 

3  Thy  Spirit  then  will  speak 
Through  lips  of  feeble  clay. 

And  hearts  of  adamant  will  break, 
And  rebels  will  obey. 

4  Lord,  lend  thy  gracious  ear: 
Oh,  listen  to  our  cryl 

Oh,  come  and  bring  salvation  herel 
Our  hopes  on  thee  rely. 
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day,      Live,  move,  and  walk       in 


n»>     Praijer for  Liheness  to  Christ. 
■■^  John  14:  G.  G.  Smith. 

Tiiou  art,  O  Christ,  the  Way: 

Thyself  reveal  to  me; 
And  let  me  humbly,  day  by  day, 

Live,  move,  and  walk  in  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth  divine: 

Its  fullness  may  1  see; 
Believe,  and  find  tlie  promise  mine, — 

''The  Truth  shall  make  yuu  free." 


3  Thou  art  the  Life  of  God; 
By  thee  the  dying  live: 

In  me  diffuse  thyself  abroad, 
And  life  eternal  give. 

4  Thus,  by  thyself,  the  Way, 
I  to  the  Father  come; 

Led  by  the  Truth,  I  can  not  stray; 
The  Life  and  1  are  one. 


MEKCY.    7. 


lUhe  Holy  Spirit. 


GOTTSCHALK. 


Shine    up  -  on       this    heart     of      mine! 


2  Cor.  6 :  16-18. 


113 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine! 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine. 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control. 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart! 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all  divine! 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne; 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alonel 

-j  -|  J  Robert  II,  King  op  France. 

AA'i  Caswall,  i/-. 

Holy  Spirit!  Lord  of  light! 
From  thy  clear  celestial  height, 
Come,  thou  Light  of  all  that  live! 
Thy  pure  beaming  radiance  give! 

ERNAN.    L.  M. 


2  Come,  thou  Father  of  the  poor! 
Come  with  treasures  which  endure! 
Thou,  of  all  consolers  best. 
Visiting  the  troubled  breast. 

3  Thou  in  toil  art  comfort  sweet; 
Pleasant  coolness  in  the  heat; 
Solace  in  the  midst  of  woe; 
JJost  refreshing  peace  bestow. 

4  Light  immortal!  Light  divine! 
Visit  thou  these  hearts  of  thine! 
If  thou  take  thy  grace  away, 
Nothing  pure  in  man  will  stay. 

5  Heal  our  wounds;  our  strength  renew; 
On  our  dryness  pour  thy  dew; 

"Wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away; 
Guide  the  steps  that  go  astray; 

6  Give  us  comfort  when  we  die; 
Give  us  life  with  thee  on  high; 
In  thy  sevenfold  gifts  descend; 
Give  us  joys  which  never  end. 

L.  Mason. 


1,  Come,  gracious  Spir -it, 
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Be    thou  our  guar-  dian,    thou    our  guide,  O'er    ev-  'ry  thought  and     step    pre  -  side 
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I      III 

njt  John  16 :  13. 

*J  S.  Browne. 

Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above; 
Be  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 
2  The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 
And  make  us  know  and  choose  thy  way; 
riant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
That  Ave  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 


3  Lead  us  to  holiness— the  road 
Which  vv'e  must  take  to  dwell  with  God; 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 

Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God;  our  final  rest, 
To  be  with  him  forever  blest; 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  its  bliss  to  share — • 
Fullness  of  joy  forever  there. 


Che  Holy  Spirit. 


ST.  JOSEPH.    8.  7.  8.  7.  8.  7.  8.  7 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling,  Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down!  Fix  in  ns  thy  humble  dwelling ; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown ; 


.--J-H-i 
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I  I 


'esus!  thou  art  all  compassion;  Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art;  Visit  us  with  thy  salvation;  Enter  ev'ry  lone-ing  heart. 

f?2r_zp-pi*=pli;=r-r-| -=z=EE±B±z»zrzfz\z^z--^zzzdizcz^.pfz\z:=z-^-}l 


1  1  ^t    "  ^  c  "''C  '''C  temple."— 2  Cor.  6  :  lf.-lS. 
AAli  C.Wesley. 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

.Toy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down! 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling; 

All  tiiy  faithful  mercies  crown: 
Jesus  I  thou  art  all  compassion; 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art: 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation; 

Enter  every  longing  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 
Into  every  troubled  breast; 

Let  us  all  thy  grace  inherit, 
Let  us  lind  thy  promised  rest: 


3.7.8.7.8.7.8.7. 
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Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 
Let  us  all  thy  life  receive; 

Hasten  thy  return,  and  never, 
Is'ever  more  thy  temples  leavel 

3  Finish,  Lord,  thy  new  creation; 

Pure  and  spotless  may  we  be: 
Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  secured  by  thee: 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


ZUNDEL. 


ove  divine, all  love  excelling,  Joy  cf  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down!  Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling; 
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Fine. 


I      I       I 
JZ>-  •^'•— Vis-  it    us  with  thy  salva-ticn ; 

,  D.  S. 


'  J -J   '  .J. 
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n:  Jesu 
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All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown:  Jesus!  thou  art  all  compassion;  Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art : 

■»-    -*■       •  \    S.   M.    ^     ^     ^  ^ 
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En-ter  ev-'ry  longing  heart 
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Che  Holy  Spirit. 


FIAT  LUX.    6.6.4.6.6.6.4 


1.  Come, Ho- ly  Ghost,— in  love  Shed   on     us   from     above  Thine  ownbrightray! Divinely 


Hrztzit^- 
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good  thou  art;  Thy  sa-cred    gifts    impart   To  gladden  each  sad  heart:  Oh,  come  to-day ! 
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IVfii  Siiiidr  Spiritux. 

KoBiiKT  11,  Kr.^i  OF  France. 
Ray  Palmer,  ir. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost.— in  love 
Shed  on  us  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  rayl 
Divinely  good  thou  art; 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart: 

Oh,  come  to-day  I 

2  Come,  tend'rest  Friend,  and  bboi,, 
Our  most  delightful  guest, 
With  soothing  power: 

NE"W  HAVEN.    6s&4s. 


Rest,  which  the  weary  know. 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow, 
Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o'ertlow, — 
Cheer  us,  this  hour! 

3  Come,  Light  serene,  and  still 
Our  inmost  bosoms  till; 

Dwell  in  each  breast: 
We  know  no  dawn  but  thine; 
Send  forth  thy  beams  divine. 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine. 

And  make  us  blest! 


:q=: 
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T.  Hastings. 


::1=^=*- 


1.  Thou,  whose  almighty  word  Cha  -  os  anddarknessheard.  And  took  their  flight;  Hear  us,  we 
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hum-b:ypray.  And  where  the  gospel  day     Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray,      Let  there  be  light! 
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Tiiou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  tlight; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  r»ray. 
And  where  the  gospel  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  light! 

2  Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  thy  redeeming  wing 
Healing  and  sight, 


J.  Marriott.  Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 

Sight  to  the  inly  blind. 
Oh,  now,  to  all  mankind, 
Let  there  be  light! 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  fourth  thy  Hight; 
Move  on  the  waters"  face 
Spreading  the  beams  of  grace, 
And,  in  earth's  darkest  place, 

Let  there  be  light! 


BULLINGER.    8.  5.  8.  5. 


Che  Jflercy-Seat. 


E.  N.  BULLINGER. 


~|  ~|  O    "Son  of  David,  have  iiierci/  on  mc." 
-■--'-*-'  F.  J.  C   Van  Alstyne. 

Pass  me  not,  O  o-entle  Saviour, 

Hear  my  humble  cry; 
"While  on  others  thou  art  calling 

Do  not  pass  me  by. 
2  Let  me  at  a  throne  of  mercy 

Find  a  sweet  relief, 
Kneeling  there  in  deep  contrition, 

Help  my  unbelief. 

ST.  JOHN'S  WESTMINSTER.    CM. 


3  Trusting  only  in  thy  merits, 
^Vould  1  seek  thy  face. 

Heal  my  wounded,  broken  spirit, 
Save  me  by  thy  grace. 

4  Thou  the  spring  of  all  my  comfort. 
More  than  life  to  me, — 

"Whom  have  I  on  earth  beside  thee. 
Whom  in  heaven  but  thee? 


-]-,-^-\-\- 


Ja.mes  Turle. 


1.  Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat,  Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ;  There  humhly  fall  before  his  feet, 

For  none  can  perish  there 

-4 


>- 


-^^ 


::*zt:: 


T 


T 


I — 1-' — \-\ — •-•-•-  -ti5-.-H—h»-' — m-*^  -•-•  -*-| — 


- — -•- — •-|-#-|-#-5-f— #- 


ItZHlzri 


11 


"j  iyi\    "Made  nigh  hi/  the  blood  of  Christ," 
■M-^\F  Ei)h.l:VA.  Newton. 

Appkoacii,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat. 
Where  .Jesus  answers  prayer; 

There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet. 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea; 
With  this  I  venture  nigh: 

Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  L 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin. 
By  Satan  sorely  pressed. 


By  war  without,  and  fear  within, 
1  come  to  thee  for  rest, 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place; 
That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 

I  may  my  lierce  accuser  face. 
And  tell  him  thou  hast  died. 

5  Oh,  wondrous  love  I — to  bleed  and  die. 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  L 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name. 


,-4 
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P'EV.  W.  H.  IIavergal. 


C.  M. 
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1,  Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat.  Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ;  There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 

For  none  can  perish  there. 
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CALVAKY.    C.  M 
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Spohr. 
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1.  As     pants    the     hart 
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i'saZni  42. 

Tate  and  Brady. 

As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams 

When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  thee, 

And  thy  refreshing  grace. 
2  For  thee,  my  (iod,  the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine; 

KETKEAT.    L.  M. 


Oh  I  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face, 
Thou  Majesty  divine. 

3  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul! 

Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  him  who  is  thy  God, 

Thy  health's  eternal  spring. 


T.  Hastings. 
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1.  From    ev  - 'ry  storm- y    wind  that  blows,    From  ev 
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'ry    swell-ing  tide       of  woes, 
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There    is        a   calm,      a     sure 


re -treat;    'Tis  found 
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neath  the 
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mer  -  cy-seat. 
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1.^^  Stowell. 

Fkom  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat; 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads — 

A  place,  than  all  besides,  more  sweet: 
It  is  the  blood- bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  sinrits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  There,  there,  on  eacrle  wings  we  soar, 
And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more. 
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And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

1*)»>     "Men  oiif/lit  alimi/s  to  prajj. — LkAt  IS  :  1. 
■•^**  COWPER. 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet. 

In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat  I 

Yet  who  that  knows" the  worth  of  prayer 

J]ut  wishes  to  be  often  there? 

2  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight: 

Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 

And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 

The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

8  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  cloud  with- 

Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw,  [draw, 

(xives  exercise  to  faith  and  love. 

Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 


Ihe  Jflercy-Seat. 


CANONBUKY.    L.  M. 


SCHUMAtTN. 
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1.  Je  -   sus,  where'er    thy     peo  -  pie   meet,  There  they  be -hold  thy     mer  -  cy  -  seat; 
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Wher- e'er  they  seek  thee,  thou      art  found      And      ev  - 'ry  place    is      hal-lowed  ground. 
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1  *>  J.    "  ^ ''«'■«  ""^  ^  "» ^''^  midst."— Matt.  18  :  20. 

-l-.*^"i  COWPER. 

Jksis,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat; 
Where'er  they  seek  thee,  thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

2  For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind; 

Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 

3  Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few! 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew; 

BOYLSTON.    S.M. 


Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

4  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer. 
To  strengthen  faith,  and  sweeten  care; 

To  teach  our  faint  ilesires  to  rise. 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

5  Behold,  at  thy  commanding  word, 
AVe  stretch  the  curtain  and. the  cord; 
Come,  with  thy  glory  till  the  place. 
And  bless  us  with  a  large  increase. 

L.  Mason. 
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1.  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise.  Whose  mercies  are  so  great !  Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise,  So  ready  to    a  -  bate. 
it 
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Psalm  W.l. 


Watts 


Mv  soul,  rei)eat  his  praise. 
Whose  mercies  are  so  great: 

Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  that  fear  his  name, 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel: 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

3  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower; 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

4  But  thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure; 

And  childrf^n's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


Luke  18 :  1-7 


-*.^^yj  Newton. 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  every  saint. 
Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear — 
We  never  plead  in  vain; 

Then  let  us  wait  till  he  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  will  hear 
His  chosen  when  they  cry; 

Yes,  though  he  may  awhile  forbear, 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  cry, 
And  never  faii't  in  prayer; 

He  sees,  he  hears,  and  from  on  high 
Will  make  our  cause  his  care. 


Hhe  Tflercy-Seat. 


MONSELL.    (ST.  ANDEE-W.)    S.  M. 


Barney. 
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1.  Sweet       is        thy       mer   -    cy,       Lord! 


Be 


fore       thy       mer   -    cy  -   seat 
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My        soul,      a  -   dor  -  ing,  pleads     thy  word,     And      owns     thy    mer  -  cy     sweet. 


A.^  i  MoNSELL. 

Sweet  is  thy  mercy,  Lord! 

Before  thy  mercy-seat 
My  soul,  adoring,  pleads  thy  word, 

And  owns  thy  mercy  sweet. 

2  My  need,  and  thy  desires, 
Are  all  in  Christ  complete; 

Thou  hast  the  justice  truth  requires, 
And  1  thy  mercy  sweet. 

3  Light  thou  my  weary  way. 
Lead  thou  my  weary  feet. 

That  while  I  stay  on  earth  I  may 
Still  lind  thy  mercy  sweet. 

4  Thus  shall  the  heavenly  host 
Hear  all  my  songs  repeat, 

To  Father.  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
^ly  joy,  thy  mercy  sweet. 


'  L(X  lis  come  biMlij." — Ikh.  4  :  16. 


Newton. 
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Behold  the  throne  of  grace: 
The  promise  calls  me  near; 

There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face. 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  My  soul!  ask  what  thou  wilt; 

Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold: 
Since  his  own  blood  for  thee  he  spilt, 

What  else  can  he  witholdV 


3  Thine  image.  Lord,  bestow. 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love: 

I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below. 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

4  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith; 
Conform  my  will  to  thine; 

Let  me  victorious  be  in  death. 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 


"  Evening,  morning,  and  at  noon." 

Ps.bb:  17.  MoNiGOMERT. 
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Come,  at  the  morning  hour, 
Come,  let  us  kneel  and  pray; 

Prayer  is  the  Christian  pilgrim's  staff 
To  walk  with  God  all  day. 

2  At  noon,  beneath  the  Bock 
Of  ages,  rest  and  pray; 

Sweet  is  that  shelter  from  the  sun 
In  weary  heat  of  day. 

3  At  evening  in  thy  home, 
Around  its  altar,  pray; 

And  finding  there  the  house  of  God, 
With  heaven  then  close  the  day. 

4  When  midnight  vails  our  eyes, 
Oh,  it  is  sweet  to  say, 

I  sleep,  but  my  heart  waketh,  Lord, 
With  thee  to  watch  and  pray. 


BELMONT.    C.  M 


Che  Jflercy-Seat. 
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AVrrii  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above: 
His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness — 

It  melts  with  i)itying  love. 
2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 

For  he  hath  felt  the  same. 

BRATTLE  STREET.    C.  M.  D. 


3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  llesh. 
Poured  out  his  cries  and  tears; 

And,  in  his  measure,  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

4  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 
His  mercy  and  his  power; 

We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 


i ;   And  may  this  con-se-crat-ed  hour 
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1.  While  thee  I  seek,  pro-tect-ing  Pow'r !  Be  my  vaia  wish-e 
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With  better  hopes  be  filled !  Thy  love  the  pow'r  of  thought  bestowed  |  To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar ; 
D.  S.— That  mercy  I  a  -  dore.  Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed ; 
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"I  *>  "I  "  They  shall  talk  of  thy  pnmrr." 

■L'yA.  Miss  Williams. 

While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  tilled! 
Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar: 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed; 

That  mercy  I  adore. 
2  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  1  see! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 


In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear. 
My  heart  shall  llnd  delight  in  praise, 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

3  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  till; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 
My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear. 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 


REPOSE 
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The  slit!  Hour 


Miss  Elliott. 
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Mv  God  I  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 

From  blush  of  morn  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  thy  feet — 
;i:  The  hour  of  prayer?  :!| 

2  Blest  is  the  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 
And  blest  that  hour  of  solemn  eve, 

"When,  on  the  wino-s  of  prayer  up-borne, 
[:  The  world  1  leave. :  | 

3  Then  is  my  strength  by  thee  renewed; 
Then  are  my  sins  by  thee  forgiven; 

Then  dost  tliou  cheer  my  solitude 
:  With  hope  of  heaven.  :|| 

4  Husli  - 1  i^  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear; 
My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay; 

And  ev"n  the  penitential  tear 
ij:  Is  wiped  away.  :j| 

5  LordI  till  I  reach  that  blissful  shore, 
2so  privilege  so  dear  shall  be 

I  JSTEED  THEE.    6.4.6.4. 


dee  ev'ry  hour,M( 
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As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
1;:  In  prayer  to  thee,  :|| 

IOO  LiikcW:  39. 

'->«^  Mrs.  E.  Reed. 

On  that  I  could  for  ever  dwell. 
Delighted  at  the  .Saviour's  feet; 

Behold  the  form  1  love  so  well. 
And  all  his  tender  words  repeat! 

2  The  world  shut  out  from  all  my  soul. 
And  heaven  brought  in  with  allits  bliss, — 

Oh!  is  there  aught,  from  pole  to  pole. 
One  moment  to  compare  with  this  ? 

3  This  is  the  hidden  life  I  prize — 
A  life  of  penitential  love! 

When  most  my  follies  I  despise, 
And  raise  my  highest  thoughts  above. 

4  Thus  would  I  live  till  nature  fail, 
And  all  my  former  sins  forsake; 

Then  rise  to  God  within  the  vail, 
And  of  eternal  joys  partake. 

LOWRY. 
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1.  I  need  thee  ev'ry  hour,  Most  gracious  Lord;  No  tendervoice  like  thine,  Can  peace  af-ford. 
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I  need  thee,  0  I  need  thee :  Ev'ry  hour  I  need  thee ;  Oh,  bless  me  now,  my  Saviour,  I  come  to  thee. 
:•:    :^:   -  :^  :-:  :*:    a-    «-  -m  '^  *    *    • 
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13  J:  MKS.A.H.WKS. 

1  NEED  thee  every  hour. 
Most  gracious  Lord; 

No  tender  voice  like  thine. 
Can  peace  afford. 

2  I  need  thee  every  hour; 
Stay  thou  near  by; 

Temptations  lose  their  power 
When  thou  art  nigh. 


3  I  need  thee  every  hour, 
In  joy  or  pain; 

Come  quickly  and  abide, 
Or  life  is  vain. 

4  I  need  thee  every  hour; 
Teach  me  thy  will; 

And  thy  rich  promises 
In  me  fuUill. 


STOWE.    11. 10. 
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Chas.  H.  Morse. 
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1,  Still,  still  with  thee,  when  pnrple  morning breaketh,    When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shad-ows   flee; 
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Fair-er  than  morning,  love-lier  than  the  daylight,  Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,!  am  with  thee! 
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I  am  with  thee! 
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From  '■  Plymouth  Hymnal"  by  per.Chas.  H.  Morse 

A'**^                                                 Mrs.  Stowe.  3  When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to 

Still,  still  with  thee,  when  purple  morn-  slumber, 

ins  breaketh,  Its  closing  eye  looks  up  to  thee  in  prayer; 

When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shadows  Sweet  the  repose  beneath  thy  wings  o'er- 

tiee:  shading. 

Fairer  than  morning,  lovelier  than  the  day-  ]>ut  sweeter  still,  to  wake  and  find  thee 

light,  there. 

Dawns    the   swett   consciousness,  I  am  ^  ,,      ,,,.,,          ,        .     ,,       ,    .  , 

with  thee'  ^  ^^  shall  it  be  at  last,  m  that  bright  morn- 
ing, 
-I  Alone  with  thee,  amid  the  mystic  shad-  When  the  soul  waketh,  and  life's  shadows 
ows,  flee; 
The  solemn  hush  of  nature  newly  born;  Oh,  in  that  hour,  fairer  than  daylight  dawn- 
Alone  with  thee  in  breathless  adoration,  ing, 

In  the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the  Shall  rise  the  glorious  thought,  I  am  with 

morn.  thee  1 


OBERLIN".    11.  10. 


J.  A.  Demuth. 
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1-  Ctill,  still  with  thee,  when  purple  morning  breaketh.  When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shadows        flee  | 
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Fair-  er  than  morn-ing,  lovelier  than  the  day  -  light,  Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,  I    am  with  thee ! 
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FELIX.    10s. 


Mendelssohn. 
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1.  Fa-ther,  a- gain      in    Je-sus' name  we  meet,  And  bow  in  pen  -    i-tencebeneath  thy  feet; 
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A -gain  to  thee    our  fee-ble  voi-ces    raise,     To     sue  for  mer  -  cy,   and  to  sing  thy  praise. 
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low  Whitmore.  3  Alas  I  unworthy  of  thy  boundless  love, 

Father,  again  in  Jesus"  name  we  meet.  Too  oft  with  careless  feet  from  thee  we 
And  bow  in  penitence  beneath  thy  feet;  rove; 

Again  to  thee  our  feeble  voices  raise,  But  now,  encouraged  by  thy  voice,  we  come, 

To  sue  for  mercy,  and  to  sing  thy  praise.  Returning  sinners,  to  a  Father's  home. 

2  Oh,  we  would  bless  thee  for  thy  ceaseless  4  Oh,  by  that  name  in  which  all  fullness 

care,  dwells, 

And  all  thy  work  from  day  to  day  declare!  Oh,  by  that  love  which  every  love  excels, 

Is  not  our  life  with  hourly  mercies  crowned!  Oh,  by  that  blood  so  freely  shed  for  sin, 

Does  not  thine  arm  encircle  us  around!  Open'blest  mercy's  gate,  and  take  us  in! 


PAX  DEI.    10s. 


Dykes. 
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1   As  pants  the  wearied  hart  for  cooling  springs,That  sinks  exhausted  in  the  summer' s  chase, 
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So  pants  my  soul  for  thee,  great  King  of  kings.  So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  dwelling  place. 
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AO  i  R.   LOWTH. 

As  pants  the  wearied   hart    for    cooling 
springs. 
That  sinks  exhausted  in  the  summer's 
chase, 
So  pants  my  soul  for  thee,  great  King  of 
kings, 
So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  dwelling 
place. 
2  Lord,  thy  sure  mercies,  ever  in  my  sight, 
My    heart    shall    gladden    through    the 
tedious  day; 


And  'midst  the  dark  and  gloomy  shades  of 
night, 
To  thee,  my  God,  I'll  tune  the  grateful  lay. 

3  Why  faint  my  soul?  why  doubt  Jeho- 
vah's aid  y 
Thy  God,  the  God  of  mercy  still  shall 
prove: 
Within  his  courts  thy  thanks  shall  yet  be 
paid; 
Unquestioned   be  his   faithfulness   and 
love. 


Che  3¥lercy-$eat. 


FULTON.    7s 
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-|  OO  Matt.  7:  7-11. 

AOO  Newton. 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer; 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray; 
Rise,  and  ask  without  delay. 

2  With  my  burden  1  begin; — 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin; 
Let  thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

3  Lord,  I  come  to  thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast: 
There,  thy  sovereign  right  maintain, 
And,  without  a  rival,  reign. 

4  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here. 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer; 

Be  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend: — 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 


1  John  4  :  19. 


-i-*J»^  Leeson. 

Saviour,  teach  me  day  by  day. 
Love's  sweet  lesson  to  obey; 
Sweeter  lesson  cannot  be: 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

2  With  a  childlike  heart  of  love, 
At  thy  bidding  may  I  move, 
Prompt  to  serve  and  follow  thee — 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

3  Love  in  loving  finds  employ — 
In  obedience  all  her  joy; 

Ever  new  that  joy  will  be: 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

4  Thus  may  I  rejoice  to  show 
That  1  feelthe  love  I  owe; 
Singing  till  thy  face  I  see, 

Of  his  love  who  first  loved  me. 


CONSECRATION.    7s. 


Garrett. 
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1.  Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet !  When  the  saints  together  meet.  When  the  Savionr  is  the  theme, 

Whentheyjoytosingof  him. 
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A"lvF  BuRUliK. 

SwEKT  the  time,  exceeding  sweet! 
When  the  saints  together  meet, 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
AVhen  they  joy  to  sing  of  him. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love. 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move: 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love: 
How  he  left  the  realms  above, 


Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love: 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  he  strove. 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear. 
Brought  the  precious  Saviour  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet, 
AVhere  the  saints  in  glory  meet; 
Where  the  Saviour's  still  the  theme. 
Where  they  see  and  sing  of  him. 


Family  Ulorship. 


ST.  PETERSBURGH.    L.  M.   61. 


BORTNIANSKY. 
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1    (When,  streaming  from  the    east  -  ern  skies,    The    mora  -  ing  light  sa  -  lutes  mine  eyes,) 
'(    0       Sun        of   right-eous-ness     di-vine,     On     me    with  beams  of     mer  -  cy  shine  !^ 


-|    1 -j  Mai.  4  :  2. 

A"tA  Shruesole. 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 

The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 

O  Sun  of  righteousness  divine, 

On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shinel 

Oh!  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away. 

And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  And  when  to  heaven's  all  glorious  King 

My  morning  sacrifice  1  bring, 

And,  mourning  o'er  m,y  guilt  and  shame. 


KEBLE. 


Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name; 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  thy  blood, 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labors  close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose, 
AVith  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  1  rest; 
And,  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies! 


Dykes. 


"j    I  O  "Splendor  patemx  glorise."  Ambrose  of  Milan. 
-i-"i.^  J.  Chandler,  ir. 

O  Christ  !  with  each  returning  morn 
Thine  image  to  our  heart  be  borne; 
And  may  we  ever  clearly  see 
Our  God  and  Saviour,  Lord,  in  thee! 
2  All  hallowed  be  our  walk  this  day; 
May  meekness  form  our  early  ray. 
And  faithful  love  our  noontide  light, 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright. 


3  May  grace  each  idle  thought  control, 
And  sanctify  our  wayward  soul; 

May  guile  depart,  and  malice  cease. 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  peace. 

4  Our  daily  course,  O  Jesus,  bless; 
Make  plain  the  way  of  holiness; 
From  sudden  falls  our  feet  defend, 
And  cheer  at  last  our  journey's  end. 


Family  lilorship. 

BARNEY'S   HYMNARY,  Tune  53. 
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1.  Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night  retreating  Be-fore  the  sun's  red  banner  swift-ly     flee; 
Nl        I  ^^^sf-^^s^^     j^:  ♦lsL^.^'J^-J^- 


Now,  whenthe  ter-rors  of  thedarkarefleeting,     0  Lord,  we    lift  our  thankful  hearts  to  thee 
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A'i*)  Kennedy. 

Now,  when  the  dusky   .hades  of  night  re- 
treating 
Before  the  sun's  red  banner  swiftly  flee; 
Now,  when   the  terrors  of  the  dark  are 
fleeting, 
O  Lord,  we  lift  our  thankful   hearts   to 
thee. 
2  Look   from   the  height   of  heaven,  and 
send  to  cheer  us 
Thy  light  and  truth,  and  guide  us  onward 
still; 


HURSIiEY.    L.  M. 


Still   let   thy  mercy,  as  of  old,  be  near 
us, 
And  lead  us  safely  to  thy  holy  hill, 

3  So,  when  that  morn  of  endless  light  iS 
waking. 
And  shades  of  evil  from  its  splendors 
flee, 
Safe  may  we  rise,  this  earth's  dark  vale 
forsaking, 
Through   all   the  long   bright   day   to 
dwell  with  thee. 


p.  RiTTER. 


1.  Sun    of    my    soul!  thou    Sav  -  iour  dear.      It      is     not     night  if      thou    be    near: 
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Oh,  may  no     earth-born  cloud 
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To   hide  thee   from    thy     ser-vant's  eyes. 


144  /../:.  21:  20. 

■M.^M.^K.  KeULE. 

Sun  of  my  soul!  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near: 
Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes! 
2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,— how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  mv  Saviour's  breast! 


3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  can  not  live; 
Abide  with  nie  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  1  take; 
Abide  with  me  till  in  thy  love 

1  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 


Family  TjBorship. 


TALLIS'  CANON.    L.  M. 


1,  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun  Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ;  Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 

To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 
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Ken. 


"I    J  "^       '■  /  »'tK  awake  earlij." — Ps.  108 :  2. 

Aw.\KE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run: 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacritice. 

2  Awake,  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praises  to  th'  eternal  King. 

3  Glory  to  thee,  who  safe  hast  kept. 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  1  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

4  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew: 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew; 

Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  till. 


-|   I  /*     "  Under  the  shadow  of  the  Aliiii<ihfi/."—Ps.  91. 
±~t\J  Ken. 

GLOitv  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light: 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

2  Forgive  me.  Lord!  through  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  which  1  this  day  have  done; 

That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
1,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Be  thou  my  guardian  while  I  sleep, 
Thy  watchful  station  near  me  keep; 
My  heart  with  love  celestial  till. 

And  guard  me  from  th"  approach  of  ill. 

4  Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care  I 

'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above, 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  love. 


HEBRON.    L.  M. 
-7 


L.  Mason. 


1.  Thus     far    the  Lord     has      led    me     on;     Thus    far    his  pow'r    pro  -  longs  my  days; 


'ry    eve  -  ning  shall  make  known  Some  fresh  me  -  mo 


his  grace. 
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U-r  Psalm  i  :  S. 

*  Watts. 

Tht-s  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on; 

Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 

Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste. 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home; 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  past: 
He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 
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3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head; 

While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Faith  in  thy  name  forbids  my  fear; 
Oh,  may  thy  presence  ne"er  depart! 

And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  thy  heart. 


Family  lilorship. 


WINCHESTER,  NEW,    L.  M. 
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Alt.  fr.  Hamburger  Musicalisches  Handbuch,  1690. 
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1.  If       on    our  dai  -  ly     course  our  mind      Be      set       to     hal  -  low      all       we     find, 
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New    treasures  still,  of     countless  price,  God     will     pro  -  vide    for       sac  -   ri  -   fice. 
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1  1  <i     "  Whatsoever  ye  do."     Col.  3 :  23. 

X-*0  Keble. 

If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 
New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacritice. 

2  Old  friends,  old  scenes,  will  lovelier  be. 
As  more  of  heaven  in  each  we  see; 
Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer, 
Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 

3  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task. 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask; 
Room  to  deny  ourselves,  a  road 

To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

4  Only.  O  Lord,  in  thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us"  for  perfect  rest  above; 


Watts. 


And  help  us,  this  and  every  day 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

-j  /JO     "-^'eiv  everij  morning."    Lam.  3  :  23. 

Mv  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love! 

Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new: 
And  "morning  mercies  from  above, 

Gently  distill,  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  spreadest  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
Great  guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours! 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light. 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command; 
To  thee  l"  consecrate  my  days; 

Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 


GRATITUDE.    L.  M. 


Hastings,  arr. 
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1.  My      God,  how      end-less      is       thy   lovelThy     gifts  are    ev  -   'ry     even-ingnew: 
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And      morn-ing     mer  -  cies     from      a  -  bove,  Gen  -  tly     dis  -  till,  like     earl  -  y    dew. 


ST.  IGNATIUS.    L.  M. 


Pamily  IJlorship. 


1.  Great  God !  to  thee  my      even-ing  song 
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h,       let       thy   mer  -  cy     tune  my  tongue,  And    fill       my  heart  with  live  -  ly  praise. 
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"  Thy  sleep  shall  be  s'weet." 


Prov.  3  :  23-24. 
Mrs  Steele. 
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Great  God!  to  thee  my  evening  song 
"With  humble  gratitude  I  raise: 

Oh,  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 
And  till"  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days,  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  every  gently  rolling  hour, 

Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 


WOODSTOCK.    C.    M. 

,-J-JS-d- 


3  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Jesus;  his  dear  name  alone 

I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God! 
And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

4  Let  this  blest  hope  mine  eyelids  close; 
With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame; 

Safe  in  thy  care  may  I  repose, 
And  wake  with  praises  to  thy  name! 


D.  DVTTON. 


1,  I  love  to  steal,  awhile,  away  From  ev'ery  cumbering  care,  And  spend  the  honrs  of  setting  day 

In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 
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"  When  evening  tvas  come,  he  luas  alone." 

Matt.  14  :  23.  Mrs.  Brown. 


1  LOVE  to  steal,  awhile,  away 
From  every  cumbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love,  in  solitude,  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear; 

And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore; 

And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love,  by  faith,  to  take  a  view 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
AVhile  here  by  tempests  driven. 


5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 

And  lead  to  endless  day! 


"In  the  secret  of  thy  ■presence.' 


Ps.  31 :  20. 

COWPER. 
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Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee. 
From  strife  and  tumult  far; 

From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 
His  most  successful  war. 

2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 
With  i)rayer  and  praise  agree; 

And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  thee. 

3  There,  if  thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 
And  grace  her  mean  abode. 

Oh,  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 
She  communes  with  her  God! 


Family  "Worship. 


4  There,  like  the  nightingale  she  pours 

Her  solitary  lays; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song, 

Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 


5  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life! 

Sweet  Source  of  light  divine, 
And — all  harmonious  names  in  one- 

My  Saviourl — thou  art  minel 


BELMONT.    CM. 


S.  Wkbbe. 


1.  Lord  1  in 


the  morn  -  ing     thou  shalt  hear      My     voice    as  -  csnd  -  ing     high 
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up     mine     eye ; 
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Psalm  5. 


AOO  Watts. 

LordI  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high; 
To  thee  will  1  direct  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye; 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 
To  plead  for  all  his  saints. 

Presenting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand; 
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Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort. 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there; 

I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  righteousness! 

Make  every  path  of  duty  straight. 
And  plain  before  my  face. 


"WINCHESTER,  OLD.    C.  M. 
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EsTE's  Psalter. 
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1.  Lord!       in       the  morn- ing    thou  shalt  hear       My    voice     as  -  cend  -  ing     high; 
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thee      will     I        di  -   rect     my  pray'r,       To        thee     lift 
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Family  13blor$hip. 

I/AUDES  DOMINI.    6.  6.  6.  6.  6.  6. 


Barnby. 
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Tien  morning  gilds  the  skies,   My  heart    a-wak-ing    cries    May  Je-sus  Chri 
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A-  like  at  work  or  prayer      To     Je-sus    I 
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May    Je  -   sus  Christ  be    praised. 
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A'J'i  Euw.  Caswall,  ^r 

When  morning  gilds  tlie  skies, 
My  heart  awaking  cries 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
Alike  at  work  or  prayer 
To  Jesus  I  repair  ; 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

2  When  sleep  her  balm  denies. 
My  silent  spirit  sighs 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
When  evil  thoughts  molest, 
With  this  I  shield  my  breast, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

3  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind? 
A  solace  here  I  tind, 

]May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss? 
My  comfort  still  is  this, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 


4  The  night  becomes  as  day, 
AVhen  from  the  heart  we  say 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
The  powers  of  darkness  fear, 
When  this  sweet  chant  they  hear, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

5  In  heaven's  eternal  bliss 
The  loveliest  strain  is  this, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
Let  air,  and  sea,  and  sky 
From  depth  to  height  reply 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

T)  Be  this  w^hile  life  is  mine, 
My  canticle  divine, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
Be  this  the  eternal  song, 
Through  all  the  ages  on. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 
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1.  The  day  is  past  and  gone:  The  eveaing  shades  appear ;  Oh,  may  we  all  remember  well  The  night  of  death  draws  near. 
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ICELAND. 

The  day  is  past  and  gone: 

The  evening  shades  appear; 
Oh,  may  we  all  remember  well 

The  night  of  death  draws  near. 
2  We  lay  our  garments  by 

Upon  our  beds  to  rest; 
So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all, 

Of  what  we've  here  possessed. 


3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears; 

May  angels  guard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise 

To  view  the  unwearied  sun. 
May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize. 
And  after  glory  run. 


Family  "O^lorship. 


GERHAEDT 


German  Melody,  15th  Cent. 


1.  Now  all  the  woods  are  sleeping,  And  night  and  stillnes  s  creeping  O'er  cit-  y,  man,  and  beast; 


But  thou,  my  heart,  awake  thee,  To  pray'r  awhile  betake  thee.  And  praise  thy  Maker  ere  thou  rest. 


XOO  Gerhardt. 

ZSJow  all  the  woods  are  sleeping. 
And  night  and  stillness  creeping 

O'er  city,  man,  and  beast ; 
But  thou,  my  heart,  awake  thee, 
To  prayer  awhile  betake  thee, 

And  praise  thy  Maker  ere  thou  rest. 
2  O  Sun,  where  art  thou  vanished? 
The  Night  thy  reign  hath  banished, 

Thy  ancient  foe,  the  Night. 
Farewell,  a  brighter  glory 
My  Jesus  sheddeth  o'er  me. 

All  clear  within  me  shines  his  light. 

S^WEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER.    8s 


3  The  last  faint  beam  is  going, 
The  golden  stars  are  glowing 

In  yonder  dark-blue  deep; 
And  such  the  glory  given 
When  called  of  God  to  heaven, 

On  earth  no  more  to  pine  and  weep. 

4  My  Jesus,  stay  thou  by  me. 
And  let  no  foe  come  nigh  me, 

Safe  sheltered  by  thy  wing; 
But  would  the  foe  alarm  me, 
Oh,  let  him  never  harm  me, 

But  still  thine  angels  round  me  sing. 


3ET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER.    8s.  61.  tp  W  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care,  And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
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D.  S.- 


Fine. 


-i> — I f- 

And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 
D.S. 


Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known;  In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief,  My  soul  has  oft-en  found   re-lief, 
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By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 
A^  *  The  sweet  Hour.  Walford. 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer! 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care. 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known ; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief. 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tern  titer's  snare 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  praver. 


2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer !    sweet  hour  of 

prayer ! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless : 
And,  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
lielieve  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee^  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


Jamily  TJtlorship. 


ST.  ANATOLIUS,  No.  1.    7.  6. 7.  6.  8.  8. 


Barnby. 
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1.  The  day  is  past  and  o 


ver ;  All  thanks,  0  Lord,  to  thee ! 
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I  pray  thee  that  offenceless  The 
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hours  of  dark  may  be; 
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0  Jesus,  keep  me  in  thy  sight.  And  save  me  thro'  the  coming  night! 
Je-sus,  keep      me 
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0    Jesus,  keep  me 
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"  I  will  both  lay  me.  down  in  peace,  and  sleep: 
for  thou,  Lord,  only  makcst  me  to  dwell  in 
safety."  St.  Anatolius. 

The  day  is  past  and  over; 
All  thanks,  O  Lord,  to  thee! 

1  pray  thee  that  offenceless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be: 

O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  thy  sight, 

And  save  me  through  the  coming  night! 

2  The  joys  of  day  are  over; 
1  lift  my  heart  to  thee; 

And  call  on  thee  that  sinless 
The  hours  of  night  may  be: 
O  Jesus,  make  their  darkness  light, 
And  save  me  through  the  coming  night! 


MERRIAL.    6.  5  6.  5. 


3  The  toils  of  day  are  over; 
I  raise  the  hymn  to  thee, 

And  ask,  that  free  from  peril 
The  hours  of  fear  may  be: 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  thy  sight. 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 

4  Be  thou  my  soul's  Preserver, 
O  God!  for  thou  dost  know 

How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  I  have  to  go: 
Lover  of  men!  O  hear  my  call. 
And  guard  and  save  me  from  them  all! 
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1.  Now  the  day  is  o  -  ver,  Night  is  drawing  nigh;  Shadows  of  the  evening  Steal  across  the  sky! 
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JLOtJ  S.  Baking-Gould. 

Now  the  day  is  over, 

Night  is  drawing  nigh; 
Shadows  of  the  evening 

Steal  across  the  sky; 

2  Jesus,  give  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose; 
With  thy  tenderest  blessing 

May  our  eyelids  close. 
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evening  steal  across      the  sky. 

3  Through  the  long  night-watches, 
May  thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 
Watching  round  my  bed. 

4  When  the  morning  wakens, 
Then  may  I  arise 

Pure,  and  fresh,  and  sinless 
In  thy  holy  eyes. 


itlose  of  Idblorship. 

BENEDICTION.    (ELLEBS.)    10a. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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to       thy    dear  name     we     raise       With      one 
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part  -  ing  hymn     of      praise; 


We       stand       to      bless 
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thee 
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ere    our  wor-ship    cease;     Then,    low-ly     kneel  -  ing,    wait  thy  word  of    peace. 
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jL\j\y  J.  Ellerton. 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise 
With  one  accord  our    parting    hymn    of 

praise ; 
We  stand   to  bless  thee  ere  our  worship 

cease ; 
Then,  lowly  kneeling,   wait  thy  word  of 

peace. 

2  Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward 

way  ; 
"With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall  end  the  day ; 
Guard   thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts 

from  shame. 
That   in  this  house  have  called  upon  thy 

name, 

3  Grant  us  thy  peace,  Lord,  through   tfie 

coming  night ; 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children 

free. 
For  dark  and  light  are  bot!i  alike  to  thee. 

4  Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly 

life, 
Our  Ijalm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife, 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict 

cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 


-I-^A  Frances  A.  Percy. 

As  swiftly,  silently  draws  near  the  night, 
And  into  gloom  the  daylight  dies  away, 

1  praise   thee,   Heavenly  Father,  for    thy 

light. 
That  shineth  ever,  an  eternal  day. 

2  I  praise  thee  that  thy  weary  child  mav 

see 
The    way    to     thee,    though    darkness 

gathers  deep, 
I  come,  O  Father,  to  receive  of  thee 
Thy  pardon  and  thy  blessing  ere  I  sleep. 

3  I  lift  to  thee   this  burdened   heart   of 

mine. 

Filled  with  the  shadows  of  the  deepening 
night ; 
Thou  tloodest  me  with   rays  of  love  di- 
vine, 

And  darkness  flees  from  me,  and  all  is 
light. 

4  O   Father,  as  the   night   of  life  draws 

near, 
And  as  earth's  fading  brightness  ebbs 

away, 
In  growing  glory  may  thy  light  appear, 
Until  for  me  it  always  shall  be  day. 


EVENTIDE 


A-  bide  with  me!  fast  falls  the  even- tide,   The  darknessdeepens— Lord,  with  me  abide! 


Euening  Ulorship. 
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W.  H.  Monk. 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee,  Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  a-bide  with     me ! 
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-t£*(y  "Abide  with  us."     Luke  24  :  29. 

Xt>^  Lyte. 

Abid?:  with  me!  fast  falls  the  |  even-  |  tide, 
The  darkness  deepens — Lord,  with  |  me  a-  |  bide! 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  |  comforts  |  Hee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  a-  |  bide  with  |  me! 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  |  little  |  day; 
P^arth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  j  j^ass  a-  |  way; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  a-  |  round  I  |  see; 

O  thou  who  chan'gest  not,  a-  |  bide  with  |  me! 

3  1  need  thy  presence  every  |  passing  |  hour, 

AVhat  but  thy  grace  can  foil  the  |  tempter's  |  power? 
Who,  like  thyself,  my  guide  and  |  stay  can  |  be':' 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  a-  |  bide  with  |  me! 

4  Hold  thou  thy  cross  before  my  |  closing  |  eyes; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  |  to  the  |  skies; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  |  shadows  |  flee! 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  a-  |  bide  with  |  me! 

TROYTE,  No.  1.    (  Chant.)  A.  H.  D.  Troyte. 
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1.  Jesus,  I  live  to  thee,  The  loveliest  and  best;  My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me.  In  thy  blest  love  I  rest. 
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Jesus,  I  live  to  thee. 

The  loveliest  and  l)est; 
My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me, 

In  thy  blest  love  I  rest. 
2  Jesus,  I  die  to  thee. 

Whenever  death  shall  come; 
To  die  in  thee  is  litV  to  me, 

In  my  eternal  home. 


H.  Harbaugh. 


3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best; 
To  live  in  thee  is  bliss  to  me. 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 

4  Living  or  dying.  Lord, 
I  ask  but  to  be  thine; 

My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me. 
Makes  heaven  for  ever  mine. 


Euening  lilorship. 


GEEENWOOD,    S.  M. 
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SWEETSEK. 
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By     day,    by     night,    at      home,     a  -  broad. 


would   be 
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still    with  thee 
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1  />  I  Fsalm  139. 

AV>-±  BONAR, 

Still  with  thee,  O  my  God, 

I  would  desire  to  be- 
By  day,  by  nisiit,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  would  be  still  with  thee: 

2  With  thee,  when  dawn  comes  in, 
And  calls  me  back  to  care; 

Each  day  returning  to  begin 
With  thee,  my  (rod,  in  prayer: 

3  With  thee,  amid  the  crowd 
That  throngs  the  busy  mart, 

To  hear  thy  voice,  'mid  clamor  loud, 
Speak  softly  to  my  heart: 

4  With  thee,  when  day  is  done, 
And  evening  calms  the  mind: 

The  setting  as  the  rising  sun 
With  thee  my  lieart  would  find: 

5  AVith  thee,  in  thee,  by  faith 
Abiding  I  would  be; 

By  day,  by  niglit,  in  life,  in  death, 
1  would  l)e  still  witli  thee. 

-tax  Lnkr2l:-2\). 

1\)0  J.  M.  Neale. 

The  day,  ()  Lord,  is  si)ent. 

Abide  with  us  and  rest; 
Our  heart's  desires  are  fully  bent 

On  making  thee  our  guest. 

2  We  have  not  reached  that  land, 
That  happy  land,  as  yet. 

Where  holy  angels  round  thee  stand. 
Whose  sun  can  never  set. 

3  Our  sun  is  sinking  now; 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er: 

O  Sun  of  righteousness,  do  thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore! 


-'-'-''-'  J.  Ellerton. 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done, 

The  evening  shadows  fall; 
But  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun, 

True  Light  that  lightenest  all, 

2  Around  the  throne  on  high. 
Where  night  can  never  be, 

The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  thee. 

3  Too  faint  our  anthems  here: 
Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire; 

But  <),  the  strains,  how  full  and  clear, 
Of  that  eternal  choir! 

4  'Tis  thine  each  soul  to  calm, 
Each  wayward  thought  reclaim. 

And  make"our  daily  life  a  psalm 
Of  glory  to  thy  name. 

K'-r        .Mark!  :  :;:>;— 0:  -1&-51. 
"*  Mrs.  Brown. 

How  sweet  the  melting  lay. 
Which  breaks  upon  the  ear, 

Whej:  at  the  hour  of  rising  day 
Christians  unite  in  prayer! 

2  The  breezes  waft  their  cries 
L'P  to  Jehovah's  throne; 

He  listens  to  their  luunljle  sighs, 
And  sends  his  blessings  down. 

3  So  Jesus  rose  to  i)ray 
Before  the  morning  light; 

Once  on  the  chilling  mount  did  stay, 
And  wrestle  all  the  night;— 

4  Then  left  his  vigil  there, — 
Came  down  upon  the  wave: 

So  come  to  us  while  we  toil  here. 
And  storms  shall  cease  to  rave! 


VESPERI  liUX.    7.  7.  7.  5 


Euening  Ulorship. 


1.  Ho  -   ly       Fa  -  the!,  cheer    our     way      With     thy  love's   per  -   pet-  ual     ray; 


XOO  R.  H.  Robinson. 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way 
AVith  thy  love's  perpetual  ray; 
Grant  us  every  closing  day 
Light  at  evening-time. 

2  Holy  Saviour,  calm  our  fears 
AVhen  earth's  brightness  disappears: 
Grant  us  in  our  later  years 
Light  at  evening-time. 


3  Holy  Spirit,  be  thou  nigh 
When  in  mortal  pains  we  lie; 
Grant  us  as  we  come  to  die, 

Light  at  evening-time. 

4  Holy,  blessed  Trinity, 
Darkness  is  not  dark  to  thee: 
Those  thou  keepest  always  see 

Light  at  evening-time. 


Schumann. 
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The  day  is  past  and  gone, 
Great  God,  we  bow  to  thee; 

Again  as  shades  of  night  steal  on. 
To  thee  for  refuge  llee. 

2  O,  when  shall  that  day  come, 
Ne'er  sinking  in  the  west. 

That  country  and  that  holy  home, 
"Where  none  shall  break  our  rest'? 

3  Where  all  things  shall  be  peace. 
And  pleasure  without  end. 


And  golden  harps  that  never  cease. 
With  joyous  hymns  shall  blend. 

4  Where  we  preserved  beneath 
The  shelter  of  thy  wing, 

Forevermore  thy  praise  shall  breathe. 
And  of  thy  mercy  sing; 

5  And  with  the  angel-host 
Praise,  honor,  and  adore 

Thee,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  for  evermore '? 


Euening  ISJorship. 


GUNTHER.    8.7.8.7.7.7. 


Baknby. 
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1,  Thro' the  day  thy  love  hath  spared  us,  Now  we  lay  us  down  to      rest;      Thro' the  silent  watches  guard   us, 


Let   no  foe  cor  peace  molest  1 
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Je-sus,  thou  our  guardian  be,  Sweet    it    is   to  trust  in 
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IrfO  Kelly. 

TiiuouGii  the  day  thy  love  hath  spared  us, 

Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest; 
Through  the'silent  watches  guard  us, 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest; 
Jesus,  thou  our  guardian  be, 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee. 


:iRBY   BEDON.    6.  G.  4.  6.  6.  6.  4. 


2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers. 
Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 

Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers; 
In  thine  arms  may  we  repose, 

And  when  life's  short  day  is  past, 

Eest  with  thee  in  heaven  at  last. 


E.  Bl'NNETT. 


-■-•*-  George  Rawson. 

Fatiiicu  of  love  and  power, 
Guard  thou  our  evening  hour, 

Shiekl  with  thy  mightl 
For  all  thy  care  lliis  day 
Our  grateful  thanks  we  pay, 
Andto  our  P^'ather  pray: 

Bless  us  to-night. 

2  Jesus,  Immanuel, 
Come  in  thy  love  to  dwell 
In  hearts  contrite; 


For  many  sins  we  grieve, 
But  we  thy  grace  receive. 
And  on  thy  word  believe: 
Bless  us  to-night. 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holv  Dove, 

Shed  forth  thy  light; 
Ileal  every  sinner's  smart, 
Still  every  throbbing  heart, 
And  thine  own  peace  impart: 

Bless  us  to-night. 


Euening  "Ulorship. 


Goss. 
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1.  Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing,  Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal;  Sin  and  want  we  come  con- 
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ar-row  near  us      fly,    Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us;  We  are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh. 
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A  •    >iW  LUMESTON. 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing; 

Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly. 

Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us; 
We  are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh, 

3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 
Darkness  can  not  hide  from  thee: 

Thou  art  he  who,  never  weary, 
Watcheth  w^here  thy  people  be. 

4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 
And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 

May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us. 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

STOCKWELL.    8s&7s. 


rsalmZ'i:  12-13. 


1^  *>  C   C   Cc 

Silently  the  shades  of  evening 
Gather  round  our  lonely  door; 

Silently  they  bring  before  us 
Faces  we  shall  see  no  more. 

2  Oh,  the  lost,  the  luiforgotteni 
Though  the  world  be  oft  forgot; 

Oh,  the  shrouded  and  the  lonely! 
In  our  hearts  they  perish  not. 

3  Living  in  the  silent  hours, 
"Where  our  spirits  only  blend; 

They,  unlinked  with  earthly  trouble, 
We,  still  hoping  for  the  end. 

4  How  such  holy  memories  cluster, 
Like  the  stars" when  storms  are  past, 

Pointing  up  to  that  fair  heaven 
We  may  hope  to  gain  at  last! 

D.  E.  Jones. 


1,  Silently  the  shades  of  evening  G.ither  round  our  lonely  door ;  Silently  they  brin^  before  us 
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Faces  we  shall  see  no  more. 
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Euening  lilorship. 


ILLIS.    8s&7s. 


R.  S.  Willis. 
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1.  Vain-ly    thro' night' s  wea  -  ry       hours,       Keep  we  watch,  lest    foes       a  -  larm; 


Vain  our     bul-warks,  and    our    tow  -  ers.       But    for     God's  pro  -  tect  -  ing    arm. 
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1^  I      .1//  vain,  unthout  God's  Blessing. 
<  ■*  Psalia.  127. 

Vainly  through  night's  weary  hours, 
Keejj  we  watch,  lest  foes  alarm; 

Vain  our  bulwarks,  and  our  towers, 
But  for  God's  protecting  arm. 

2  Vain  were  all  our  toil  and  labor. 
Did  not  God  that  labor  bless; 

Vain,  without  his  grace  and  favor, 
Every  talent  we  possess, 

3  \'ainer  still  the  hope  of  heaven, 
That  on  human  strength  relies; 

But  to  him  shall  help  be  given, 
Who  in  humble  faith  applies. 

4  Seek  we,  then,  the  Lord's  Anointed; 
He  shall  grant  us  peace  and  rest: 

Ne'er  was  suppliant  disappointed, 
Who  to  Christ  his  prayer  addressed. 

1^  \  "It  is  touard  cveninq." 

4  O  '   Mrs.  C.  S.  Smith. 

Takiiv  with  me,  O  my  Saviourl 

For  the  day  is  passing  by; 
Seel  the  shades  of  evening  gather. 

And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

2  Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows, 
Baler  now  the  glowing  west, 

Swift  the  night  of  death  advances; 
Shall  it  be  tlie  night  of  rest'.'' 

3  Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying. 
Lord,  1  cast  myself  on  thee; 

Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness: 
While  1  sleep,  still  watch  by  me. 

4  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviourl 
Lay  iny  head  upon  thy  breast 

Till  the  morning;  then  awake  me — 
Morning  of  eternal  rest! 


17(> 

-^  •  ^-^  Longfellow. 

Now  on  sea  and  land  descending. 
Brings  the  night  its  peace  profound; 

Let  our  vesper  hymn  be  blending 
With  the  holy  calm  around. 

2  Soon  as  dies  the  sunset  glory, 
Stars  of  heaven  shine  out  above. 

Telling  still  the  ancient  story,— 
Their  Creator's  changeless  love. 

3  Now  our  wants  and  burdens  leaving 
To  his  care  who  cares  for  all. 

Cease  we  fearing,  cease  we  grieving: 
At  his  touch  our  burdens  fall. 

4  As  the  darkness  deepens  o'er  us, 
Lo,  eternal  stars  arise; 

Hope  and  faith  and  love  rise  glorious, 
Shining  in  the  spirit's  skies. 

A  <   ^  W.  C.  Bryant. 

When  this  song  of  praise  shall  cease. 
Let  thy  children,  liOrd,  depart 

With  the  blessing  of  thy  peace 
.And  thy  love  in  every  heart. 

2  O,  where'er  our  path  may  lie. 
Father  let  us  not  forget 

That  we  walk  beneath  thine  eye. 
That  thy  care  upholds  us  yet. 

3  Blind  are  we,  and  weak,  and  frail- 
Be  thine  aid  forever  near; 

May  the  fear  to  sin  prevail 
Over  every  other  fear. 


SICILIAN   MELODY. 


itlose  of  13:lorship. 

8s.  73. 
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and  health  and 


ner's    dy-ing  Friend. 


Ir'Q  John  19:  25. 

4  O  Allen. 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 
Which  before  the  cross  I  spend, 

Life  and  health  and  peace  possessing, 
From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing, 
AV^ith  my  tears  his  feet  I'll  bathe; 

Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding,   ■ 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

-'  DORKNANCE.    8s.  7s. 


3  Truly  blessM  is  this  station, 
Low  before  his  cross  to  lie. 

While  1  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

4  Here  I'll  sit — forever  viewing 
Mercy  streaming  in  his  blood; 

Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing. 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


I  J  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  hlessing.  Bid  us  now  de-  part  in  peace  j  \ 
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■|  "TO  "  Depart  in  peace." 

Loud,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing, 
Bid  us  now  depart  in  peace; 

Still  on  heavenly  manna  feeding, 
Let  our  faith  and  love  increase; 

2  Fill  each  breast  with  consolation; 

Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise; 
When  we  reach  our  blissful  station. 

Then  we'll  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

180 

Heavenly  Father,  grant  thy  blessing, 
On  the  teaching  of  the  day"; 

That  our  hearts,  thy  fear  possessing. 
May  from  sin  be  turned  away. 

2  Have  we  wandered 'r*  oh,  forgive  us. 
Have  we  wished  from  truth  to  rove':' 

Turn  us,  turn  us,  and  receive  us, 
And  incline  us  thee  to  love. 


-j  ^-j  2  Cor.  13:  14 

A<^A  Newton. 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  the  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boundless  love. 

With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
liest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 
With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  can  not  aftord. 

O-J  Bateman. 

Gracious  Saviour,  thus  before  thee 
With  our  varied  want  and  care; 

For  a  blessing  we  implore  thee. 
Listen  to  our  evening  prayerl 

2  Lord,  we  thank  thee  and  adore  thee, 

For  the  solace  of  thy  love; 
And  rejoicing  thus  before  thee, 

Wait  thy  blessing  from  above! 


Che  Scriptures. 


TANTUM   ERGO.    8s.  7s.  61. 


II'''  I     .^ 

1.  Keepus,Lord,  oh,  keepusever!  Vainour  hope,  if  left  by  thee;  We  are  thine  ;  oh,  leave  us  never, 
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Till  thy  glorious  face  we  see  I  Then  to  praise  thee.  Then  to  praise  thee  Thro'  a  bright  eterni  -  ty. 
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Psalm  27 :  S-9. 


18:3 

Keep  us,  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever  I 
Vain  our  hope,  it'  left  by  thee; 

We  are  thine;  oh,  leave  us  never. 
Till  thy  glorious  face  we  seel 

ll :  Then  to  praise  thee  :|| 
Through  a  bright  eternity. 

2  Precious  is  thy  word  of  promise. 
Precious  to  thy  people  here; 

Never  take  thy  presence  from  us, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  still  be  near: 

l|:  Living,  dying,  :l| 
May  thy  name  our  spirits  cheer. 


Kelly. 


"  yiy  peace  I  give  unto  yon." 


^ 


1  ^  J- 

-■-'--^'*  Fawcett. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each  thy  love  possessing. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace: 

II :  Oh,  refresh  us,  :|| 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness! 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 
For  thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound; 

May  the  fruits  of  thy"  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  "lives  abound; 

II:  May  thy  presence  :|| 
With  us"  evermore  be  found. 


RAVEWSHAW.    6s. 


GERMAN'. 


I 
1,  Lord,  thy  word  a-bid-  eth,   And  our  footsteps  guideth ;  Who  its  truth  believeth  Lightand  jcyreceiv-eth, 


W.  H.  Baker 

Lord,  thy  word  abideth, 
And  our  footstejis  guideth; 
Who  its  truth  believeth 
Light  and  joy  receiveth, 

2  When  our  foes  are  near  us, 
Then  thy  word  doth  cheer  us; 
Word  of  consolation, 
Message  of  salvation. 

3  When  the  storms  are  o'er  its, 
And  dark  clouds  before  us, 


Then  its  light  directeth, 
And  our  way  protecteth. 

4  Word  of  mercy,  giving 
Succor  to  the  living; 
Word  of  life,  supplying 
Comfort  to  the  dying! 

5  Oh,  that  we.  discerning 
Its  most  holy  learning. 
Lord,  may  love  and  fear  thee! 
Evermore  be  near  thee! 


iThe  Scriptures. 


HOLY  TRINITY.    CM. 
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1.  Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word  What  endless  glory  shines!  Forever  be  thy  name  adored  For  these  celestial  lines. 
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'Oh,  lioi'j  love  I  thij  law." 

Mrs.  Steele. 

Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  I 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  my  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around; 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

CHESTERFIELD.    CM. 


3  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight; 

And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light! 

4  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 
Be  thou  forever  near; 

Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word. 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

Rev.  Thomas  Haweis. 
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It       gives   a       light 


'ry      age;      It       gives,  but      bor  -  rows  none 
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COWPKR. 


-jC^  Psalm  19. 

A  GLORY  gilds  the  sacred  page. 

Majestic,  like  the  sun: 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age; 

It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 
The  gracious  light  and  heat: 

Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise; 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

3  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 
For  such  a  bright  display. 

As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 
The  steps  of  him  1  love. 


Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above  I 

iCC  Psa/m  119. 

AOO  Watts. 

Oh  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 

To  keep  his  statutes  still! 
Oh  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 

To  know  and  do  his  will. 

2  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word. 
And  make  my  heart  sincere; 

Let  sin  have  no  dominion.  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

3  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands — 
'Tis  a  delightful  road; 

Nor  let  my  head  nor  heart  nor  hands 
Offend  again.st  my  God. 


HOWARD 


Che  Scriptures. 


Mrs.  Cuthbert. 


Ao«J  B.  Barton. 

Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 
Our  path,  when  wont  to  stray. 

Stream  from  the  fount  of  heavenly  grace, 
Brook  by  the  traveler's  way. 

2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed, 
True  manna  from  on  high; 

Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky: 

3  Pillar  of  fire,  through  watches  dark, 
Dr  radiant  cloud  by  day; 


DOAVNS.    CM. 


W  hen  waves  would  'whelm  our  tossing  bark, 
Our  anchor  and  our  stay: 

4  Word  of  the  ever-living  God, 
Will  of  his  glorious  Son; 

Without  thee  how  could  earth  be  trod. 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won  V 

5  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 
The  wisdom  it  imparts; 

And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn. 
With  simple,  child-like  hearts. 

L.  Mason. 
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How  precious  is  the  book  divine.  By  inspiration  given ' 


Bright  as  alamp,  its  doctrines  shine. 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 


"I  do       '^^'^  commmidmcnl  is  a  laiiiii." 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine. 

By  inspiration  given! 
Bright  as  a  lamj),  its  doctrines  shine. 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears; 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts. 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

3  This  lamp  through  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way; 

Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 

-ItFA  Watts. 

How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts 
And  guard  their  lives  from  sinV 


Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  'Tis  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 
That  guitles  us  all  the  day: 

And  through  the  dangers  of  the  night. 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

3  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise; 
I  hate  the  sinner's  road; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise, 
13ut  love  thy  law,  my  God. 

4  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth ; 
How  pure  is  every  page! 

That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  youth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 


lUhe  Scriptures. 


KONIGSBERG.    7s  &  6s. 


German  Choral. 
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J   (0     word  of  God  in  -  car-nate,    0    Wisdom  from  on  high,  i 
'  0  Truth  unchanged, unchanging,  0    Light  of  our  dark  sky  ;  j 


We  praise  thee  for  the  radiance 
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That  from  the  hallow' d  page,      A  lamp  un-to    our    foot-steps,  Shines  on  from  age  to   age. 
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"  The  true  Light."— John  1 ;  9. 

W.  W.  How. 

O  AVOKD  of  God  incarnate, 

O  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
O  Truth  unchanged,  unchanging, 

O  Light  of  our  dark  sky; 
AVe  praise  thee  for  the  radiance 

That,  from  the  hallowed  page, 
A  lamp  unto  our  footsteps, 

Shines  on  from  age  to  age. 

2  The  Church  from  thee,  her  Master, 
Received  the  gift  divine; 

And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine: 
It  tloateth  like  a  banner 

Before  God's  hosts  unfurled; 
It  shineth  like  a  beacon 

Above  the  darkling  world. 

3  Oh,  make  thy  Church,  dear  Saviour, 
A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 

To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light  as  of  old; 
Oh,  teach  thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace, 
Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended. 

They  see  thee  face  to  face. 

X»lo  Psnlm19.  T.  R.  Birks. 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory, 

The  firmament  thy  power; 
Day  unto  day  the  story 

lieneats  from  hour  to  hour; 


Night  unto  night  replying 

Proclaims  in  every  land, 
O  Lord,  with  voice  undying. 

The  wonders  of  thy  hand. 

2  How  perfect,  just,  and  holy 
The  precepts  thou  hast  given  I 

Still  making  wise  the  lowly. 
They  lift  the  thoughts  to  heaven; 

How  pure,  how  soul- restoring 
The  gospel's  heavenly  ray, 

A  brighter  radiance  pouring 
Than  noon  of  brightest  day  I 

3  Thy  statutes,  Lord,  with  gladness 
Rejoice  the  humble  heart; 

And  guilty  fear  and  sadness 
From  contrite  souls  depart; 

Thy  word  hath  richer  treasure 
Than  dwells  within  the  mine. 

And  sweetness  beyond  measure 
Attends  thy  voice  divine. 

4  All  heaven  on  high  rejoices 
To  do  its  Maker's  will; 

The  stars  with  solemn  voices 
Resound  thy  praises  still; 

So  let  my  whole  behaviour, 

Thoughts,  words,  and  action  be, 

O  Lord,  my  strength,  my  Saviour, 
One  ceaseless  song  to  "thee. 


J. 


lesus  Christ. 


ADESTE  FIDELES.    6.6.11.5.6.10. 


John  Reading. 
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dore     him. 


l.*J~t  K.  Oakeley,  /r. 

O  COME,  all  ye  faithful, 

Joyful  aud  triuinpliant. 
To  l>ethleheui  hastf-u   now  with  glad  ac- 

Corne,  and  beliold  liim.  [cord; 

Born  the  Kins  of  angels, 
O  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

2  ()  siuLi:,  choirs  of  angels, 
Sing  in  exultation, 
Through    heaven's    high    arches   be  your 
Ijraises  poured; 


a  -  dore  him,  Christ 


Now  to  our  God  be 
(xlory  in  the  highesti 
O  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  Yea,  Lord,  now  we  bless  thee, 

Jiorn  for  our  salvation: 
O  Jesus,  forever  be  thy  name  adored; 

Word  of  the  Father, 

Now  in  tlesh  appearing, 
O  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 


v/: 


]esu$  Christ. 


HERALD  ANGELS. 


7s.  D. 


Ait.  fr.  Mendelssohn. 
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1.  Hark!  the  her- aid  angels  sing,  "Glory   to  the  new-bornKing!  Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
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God  and  sin-ners reconciled."   Hoy-ful,   all  ye  nations,  rise;  1 

I  Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies ;  >  With  th  angelic  host  procla 


'Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem."  With  th' angelic  host  proclaim,"Christisbornin  Bethlehem.' 


-go*?     "Christ  is  born  in  Bcthkhcm.'' — Lul:e  2. 
XXfiJ  C.  Wesley. 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise; 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies; 
With  th' angelic  host    proclaim, 
"Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

2  Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by; 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die; 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth; 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 
Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 

Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

3  Now  display  thy  saving  power, 
Ruined  nature  now  restore, 
Now  in  mystic  union  join 
Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  thine. 
Let  us  then  with  angels  sing, 
"Glory  to  the  new-born  Kingl^ 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled!  " 


JL*J\J  HORATIUS  P.ONAR. 

He  has  come!  the  Christ  of  God 
Left  for  us  his  glad  abode; 
Stooping  from  his  throne  of  bliss, 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 
He  has  come!  the  Prince  of  Peace; 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease; 
Come  to  scatter  with  his  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night. 

2  He  the  mighty  King  has  come! 
Making  this  poor  earth  his  home; 
Come  to  bear  our  sin"s  sad  load; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God! 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  deliverance  to  our  race; 
Left  for  us  his  glad  abode; 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God! 

3  Unto  us  a  child  is  born! 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  morn. 
Among  all  the  morns  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 
Unto  us  a  Son  is  given! 

He  has  come  from  Clod's  own  heaven, 
Bringing  with  him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 


A6uent. 


R.  S.  Willis. 


l.Calin,  on  the  list' ning  ear  of  night, Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, Where  wild  Judeastretclies  far 
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Calm,  oii  the  listening  ear  of  night. 

Come  heaven's  meloilious  strains, 
^Vhe^e  wild  Jiulea  stretches  far 

Her  silver-mantled  plains. 
Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above, 

'Mid  sacred  glories  there. 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 

Make  music  on  the  air. 

2  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 
Send  back  the  glad  reply; 

And  greet,  from  all  their  "holy  heights. 

The  day-spring  from  on  high. 
O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm; 
And  Sharon  waves,  in  solemn  praise, 

Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

3  "Glory  to  God!"  the  lofty  strain 
The  realm  of  ether  lills; 

How  sweeps  the  song  of  sacred  joy 

O'er  Judah's  sacred  hills! 
"Glory  to  (iod!"  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  ring; 
"Peace  to  the  earth — good-will  to  men. 

From  heaven's  eternal  King." 

A»^0  Nahi'm  Tate 

^V MIL?:  shepherds  watched  their  Hocks  by 

All  seated  on  the  ground,  [night, 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 

And  glory  shone  around. 
"Fear  not,"  said  he  (for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubU'd  mind), 
"Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  1  bring 

To  you,  and  all  mankind. 
2  "To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day, 

Is  born  of  David's  line. 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ,  the  Lord; 

And  this  shall  be  the  sign: 
"The  heavenly  P>al)e  you  there  shall  find 

To  human  view  displayed. 
All  meanly  wrai)ped  in  swathing  bands, 

And  in  a  manger  laid." 


V   r    ^  r    • 


3  Thus  spake  the  seraph;  and  forthwith 

A|)peared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  and  thus 

Addressed  their  joyful  song: 
"All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace; 
Good-will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men 

liegin,  and  never  cease." 

X«-'«^  Edwin  H   Sears. 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear. 

That  glorious  song  of  old, 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth. 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold; 
"Peace  to  the  earth,  good-will  to  men, 

From  heaven's  all-gracious  King:" 
The  earth  in  solemn  stillness  lay, 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 
With  peaceful  wings  unfurled; 

And  still  celestial  music  Hoats 

C)'er  all  the  weary  world; 
Above  its  sad  and  "lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  ever  o'er  its  Dabel  sounds. 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3  ()  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load, 
Whose  forms  are  bending  low. 

Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way. 
With  jiainful  stei)S  and  slow:— 

Look  up!  for  glad  and  golden  hours 
Come  swiftly  on  the  wing; 

Oh,  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 
And  hear  the  angels  sing! 

4  For  lo!  the  days  are  hastening  on, 
By  projiht't-bards  foretold, 

When  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold! 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  linal  splendors  tling. 
And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sing! 
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Ending  for  last  stanza. 
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From  "  Plymouth  Hymnal"  by  per.  Charles  H.  Morse. 
^xJKf  Phillips  Brooks. 

O  LITTLE  town  of  Bethlehem, 

How  still  we  see  thee  lie! 
Above  thy  deep  and  dreamless  sleep 

The  silent  stars  go  by. 
Yet  in  thy  dark  streets  shineth 

The  everlasting  light; 
The  hopes,  and  fears  of  all  the  years 

Are  met  in  thee  tonight. 

2  O  morning  stars,  together 
Proclaim  the  holy  birth! 

And  praises  sing  to  God  the  King, 

And  peace  to  men  on  earth. 
For  Christ  is  born  of  Mary; 

And  gathered  all  above, 
"While  mortals  sleep,  the  angels  keep 

Their  watch  of  wondering  love. 

3  How  silently,  how  silently. 
The  wondrous  gift  is  given! 

So  God  imparts  to  human  hearts 
The  blessings  of  his  heaven. 


No  ear  may  hear  his  coming; 

But  in  this  world  of  sin, 
Where  meek  souls  will  receive  him  still, 

The  dear  Christ  enters  in. 

4  Where  children  pure  and  happy 
Pray  to  the  blessed  Child; 

Where  misery  cries  out  to  thee, 

Son  of  the  mother  mild; 
Where  Charity  stands  watching. 

And  Faith  holds  wide  the  door, — 
The  dark  night  wakes,  the  glory  breaks^ 

And  Christmas  comes  once  more. 

5  O  holy  Child  of  Bethlehem, 
Descend  to  us,  we  pray! 

Cast  out  our  sin,  and  enter  in; 

Be  born  in  us  to-day. 
We  hear  the  Christmas  angels 

The  great  glad  tidings  tell; 
O  come  to  us,  abide  with  us, 

Our  Lord  Emmanuel! 
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A6uent. 


T.  NINIAN     11.  10.  11. 10. 


Dykes. 
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1  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morn-ing  I  Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid; 
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Star    of  the  East,  the  ho  -  ri  -  zon   a  -  doming.  Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is    laid 
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^\J1-  Heber. 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  3  Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devo- 

morning!  tion. 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine, 

aid;  Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the 

Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning,  ocean, 

Guide  where  our   infant    Redeemer   is  Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the 

laid.  mine? 

2  Cold   on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation: 

shining:  Vainly   with   gifts   would   his  favor  se- 

Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  cure: 

stall:  Kicher,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration; 

Angels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining.  Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the 

Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all !  poor. 
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Arr.  from  Mozart. 
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1.  Bright-estandbest  of  the  sonsof  the  morningi  Dawnonourdarkness.andlend  us  thine  aid; 
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Star    of  the  East,  the  ho  -  ri  -  zon  a-dorn-ing,  Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer     is  laid. 
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HOLY  NIGHT.    P.  M 


3e$us  il^hrist. 


J  Barney. 


1.  Ho-ly    night  I  peaceful     night!    Thro'  the  darkness    beams  a    lignt,      Ho-ly    niglitl 
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si  -  lent  sleep,        Rests     in    hsaven-ly      peace,         Rests      in    heaven-ly     peace. 
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-^i).^  J.   MOHR. 

Holy  night!  peaceful  night! 
Through  the  darkness  beams  a  light, 
Yonder,  where  they  sweet  vigils  keep 
O'er  the  Babe  who,'  in  silent  sleep, 
Rests  in  heavenly  peace. 

2  Silent  night!  holiest  nighti 
Darkness  flies,  and  all  is  light! 
Shepherds  hear  the  angels  sing: 
"Alleluia!  hail  the  King! 

Jesus  the  Saviour  is  here!" 

3  Holiest  night!  peaceful  night! 
Child  of  heaven,  oh,  how  bright 


>~> 


Thou  didst  smile  when  thou  wast  born; 
Blesst^d  was  that  happy  morn. 
Full  of  heavenly  joy. 

4  Silent  night!  holiest  night! 
(luiding  Star,  O  lend  thy  light! 
See  the  the  eastern  wise  men  bring 
Gifts  and  homage  to  our  King! 

Jesus  the  Saviour  is  here! 

5  Silent  night!  holiest  night! 
AVondrousStar,  O  lend  thy  light' 
With  the  angels  let  us  sing 
Alleluia  to  our  King! 

Jesus  our  Saviour  is  here' 


/BETHANY 


(SMART.)    8s.  7s.  81. 


Abuent. 


H.  Smaht. 


1.  Hark!  what  mean  those  holy  voices.  Sweetly  sounding  thro'  the  skies?  Lo!  th'  angelic  host  rejoioces ; 

Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 
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Listen  to  the  wondrous  story,  While  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy;  "Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ! 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 
ill  ^ 
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QrkO  "Glonj  lu  God"     Luke  2. 

■*^"'J  J   Cawood 

Ha  UK  I  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 
Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies? 

Lo!  th' angelic  host  rejoices; 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Listen  to  the  wondrous  story, 
While  they  chant  in  hymns  "of  joy: 

"Glory  in  tlie  highest,  glory! 
(ilory  be  to  God  most  high! 

3  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  from  heaven, 
Reaching  far  as  man  is  found; 

Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven! 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

4  "Christ  is  born,  the  great  Annointed; 
Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing! 

Oh,  receive  whom  God  appointed 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King! 

5  "  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him; 
Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy; 

Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 
'Glory  be  to  God  most  highl "  " 

J     SICILIAN  MELODY.    8s  &  7s. 
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6  Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 

Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth; 
Spread  the  brightness  of  his  glory 

Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 

Orf^  I      ''The  shepherds  returned  praising  Grid." 

^^■^~t  }i     ROBINSOK. 

Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory^ 
Shall  thy  praise  unuttered  lie? 

Break,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence; 
Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 

2  ,^)id  archangels  sing  thy  coming? 
Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 

Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful, 
Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 

3  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory 
To  the  cross  of  deei)est  woe. 

All  to  ransom  guilty  captives! 
Flow,  my  praise,  forever  riow. 

4  Re-ascend,  immortal  Saviour! 
Leave  thy  footstool,  take  my  throne: 

Thence  return,  and  reign  forever; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  thine  own. 


Jesus  i£hrist. 


F.  G.  ILSLEY. 
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!     In  the  clear  calm  night,  On  their  white  wings  resting  In  the  heav'nlj 
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1.  Sweetly  sang  the    an- gels     In  the  clear  calm  night,  On  their  white  wings  resting  In  the  heav'nly  light: 
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Sent  by  God  the  Fa-ther,  Who  our  love  has  sought,    Unto  men  and  children  Tidings  glad  they  brought. 
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Children,  blend  your  voic  -    es    In  sweet  concord  sing,  Hail  the  Lord's  annointed,  Christ  the  children's  King, 
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Sweetly  sang  the  angels 

In  the  clear  calm  night, 
On  their  white  wings  resting 

In  the  heavenly  light; 
Sent  by  God  the  Father, 

Who'  our  love  has  sought, 
Unto  men  and  children 

Tidings  glad  they  brought. 

Chorus. 
Children,  blend  your  voices 

In  sweet  concord  sing, 
Hail  the  Lord's  annointed, 

Christ  the  children's  King. 

2  To  the  gentle  shepherds 
It  was  first  revealed, — 

Watching  "mid  the  darkness 

In  the  open  field, — 
That  in  David's  city. 

On  that  holy  morn, 
In  a  lowly  stable, 

Christ  our  King  was  born. 
Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 

3  Gladdened  by  the  tidings, 
Hastily  they  sped 


To  the  crowded  city 

And  the  manger  bed; 
There  they  found  the  Saviour, 

With  his  mother  mild; 
Him  they  loved  and  worshipped 

Though  a  lowly  child. 
Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 

4  In  his  simple  childhood. 
And  his  sacred  youth. 

All  his  ways  were  holy, 
All  his  words  were  truth; 

For  our  sins  he  suffered, 
And,  through  grief  untold. 

All  his  lambs  he  purchased 
For  his  sacred  fold. 
Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 

5  Jesus,  meek  and  gentle,         ' 
Make  us  like  to  thee; 

Loving,  true,  and  tender, 
Thou  wouldst  have  us  be. 

Blessings  rich  and  holy, 
At  this  Christmas-tide, 

Pour  thou  out  upon  us, 
Saviour,  King,  and  Guidel 
Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 


ILENT  NIGHT. 
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1.  Si  -  lent  night  I  Ho- ly  night  I  All   is  calm,  all  is  bright.  Round  yon  virgin  mother  and  child, 
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ly  In-fant,  tender  and  mild,  Sleep  inheav-en-ly   peace! 
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Sleep  in  heav-en-ly  peace  ! 
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!Si  LENT  night!  Holy  night! 
All  is  calm,  all  is  bright, 
Kound  yon  virgin  mother  and  child. 
Holy  Infant,  tender  and  mild, 
;|:  Sleep  in  heavenly  peace!  .-il 

2  Silent  night!  holy  night! 
Shepherds  wake,  touched  with  fright. 

REGENT   SQUARE.    8s.  7s.  61. 


Glories  stream  from  heaven  afar; 
Heavenly  hosts  sing  Hallelujah, 
Ij :  Christ  the  Saviour  is  born.  ."H 

3  Silent  night!  holy  night! 
Son  of  God!  Light  of  light!— 
O  how  love  beams  from  his  face. 
With  the  dawn  of  heavenly  grace, 
II :  At  Immanuel's  birth!  :|| 

Henry  S.mart. 
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1,  Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory,  Wicg  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ;  Ye,  who  sang  ere  -  a-tion's  sto-ry, 
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Now  proclaim  Mes  -  si-ah's  birth;  Comeand  worship,  Come  and  worship,  Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 
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Montgomery. 
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Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory. 
Wing  your  llight  o'er  all  the  earth; 

Ye,  who  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth; 
Come  and  worship. 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

2  Shepherds,  in  the  Held  abiding, 
Watching  o'er  your  docks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing, 
Yonder  shines  the  infant-light; 
Come  and  worship. 

Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 


3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar; 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations, 
Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star; 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 

4  Saints  before  the  altar  bending. 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending. 
In  his  temple  shall  appear; 
Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-born  King. 
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Ait.  from  Handel. 


1.  Joy  to  the  woild !  the  Lord  is  come!  Let  earth  receive  her  King!  Let  ev'ry  heart  prepare  him  room, 
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And  heav'n  and  nature  sing,  And  heav'u  and  nature  sing,  And  heav'n,  and  heav'n  and  nature  sing. 
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And  heav'n  and  nature  sing,  and  nature  sing,  And  heav'n,  and  heav'n  and  nature  sing. 


20o  '"'  '"  ""  Watts, 

Jov  to  the  world!  the  Lord  is  come! 

Let  earth  receive  her  King! 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 

And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world!  the  Saviour  reigns!' 

Let  men  their  songs  employ; 
AVhile  lields   and   Hoods,   rocks,  hills  and 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains 


3  Xo  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 

He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  riow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 


FAITH,    c.  M 

_i* ^_,_ U_»s, 


Dykes. 


1.  Immortal  Love ,  forever  full,Forever  flowing  free.Fore ver  shar'd,forever  whole ,  A  never-ebbing  sea. 
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^vPt/  Whittie 

Immortal  Love,  forever  full. 

Forever  flowing  free, 
Forever  shared,  forever  whole, 

A  never-ebbing  sea. 

2  Our  outward  lips  confess  the  Name 
A!!  other  names  above; 

Love  only  knoweth  whence  it  came, 
And  comprehendeth  love. 

3  "We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down; 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 
For  him  no  depths  can  drown. 

4  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 
A  present  help  is  he; 


And  faith  has  still  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

5  The  healing  of  his  seamless  dress 
Is  by  our  beds  of  pain; 

We  touch  him  in  life's  throng  and  press. 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

6  Thro'  him  the  first  fond  prayers  are  said, 
Our  lips  of  childhood  frame; 

The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  his  name. 

7  O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all.' 
Whate'er  our  name  or  sign, 

We  own  thy  sway,  we  hear  thy  call. 
We  test  our  lives  by  thine. 


ORTONVILIiE.    CM 


Character  an6  Life. 


T.  Hastings. 
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1.  Ma  -  jestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 
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p  -  on    the  Saviour's  brow;  His  head  with  radiant 
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glories  crowned,  His    lips  with  grace  o'er  -  flow ; 
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His    lips  with  grace  o'er  -  flow. 
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"  Chirfcsl  amoiiij  ten  llinusaml." 

S   Stennett. 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crowned, 

His  lips  with  grace  o"ertiow. 

2  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare, 
Among  tlie  sons  of  men; 

Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 
That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress 
He  flew  to  my  relief; 

For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross. 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 


4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 
And  all  the  joys  1  have; 

He  makes  me  triumph  over  death. 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  abode, 
He  brings  my  weary  feet. 

Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 
Such  proofs  of  love  divine. 

Had  1  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord!  they  should  all  be  thine. 

R  S.  Newman. 

1,  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea?  Oh,  where  is  he  that  spake,  And  lepers  from  their  paias  are  free, 

And  slaves  their  fetters  break? 


LAND  OF  REST.    C.  M 


-0  -«»-»' 


izzriLilin: 


—I 1->_  ..0^.0^—0-\-a^  |-*z  -' — ^ 

:xit:zli[:zlzji:=^^plirjLLL=ii[:=?- 


*-*- 


^itzczliicitiliii: 


d-id— ^^-J-r-^— ^-r 

0-\-0^0~-0-0-\  '    0-S-i 


— tr* — B 


_4_,_-,_,__-j— 1-4-,-« 


-*-ji- 


:ai^: 


-S-^w-0-0- 


I 


The  lame  and  palsied  freely  rise,With  j  oy  the  dumb  do  singiAnd,  on  the  darkened,  blinded  eyes. 

Glad  beams  of  morning  spring! 


3/a«.  11:  4-t;. 


.i^ll  T.T.  Lynch. 

Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea? 

Oh,  where  is  he  that  sjiake. 
And  lepers  from  their  pains  are  free, 

And  slaves  their  fetters  break  y 
2  Tlie  lame  and  palsied  freely  rise, 

With  joy  the  dumb  do  sing; 
An  1,  on  the  darkened,  blinderl  eyes, 

Glad  beams  of  morning  spring! 


3  ( )h,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea  ? 
(Jh,  Avhere  is  he  that  spake. 

And  demons  from  their  victims  flee. 
The  dead  from  slumber  wake? 

4  Here,  here  art  thou,  almighty  Lord! 
Oh,  speak  to  us  once  more, 

And  let  thy  healing,  quickening  word, 
Our  ruined  souls  restore! 


EUEOCLYDON 


10s. 


3e$u$  Christ. 


Arr.  from  Rossini. 
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1.  Fierce  were  the  billows  wild,  dark  was  the  night,  Oars  labored  heav-ily,  foam  glimmered  white;  Trembled  the 

]  si  ending. 


-3—3 
..  I 

il  was   nigh:  Then  said  the  God  of  God,  Peace!  it  is 


\Eiidingfor  last  stanza.  \ 

iliiPli^^i 


ANATOLHrS. 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


I."  "Peace!  it  is       L' 
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Fierce  were  the  billows  wild,  dark  was  the 

night, 
Oars    labored    heavily,    foam    glimmered 

white; 
Trembled  the  mariners,  peril  was  nigh: 
Then  said  the  God  of  God,  "Peace!  it  is  I." 
2  Ridge  of  the  mountain  wave,  lower  thy 

crest! 
Wail  of  Euroclydon,  be  thou  at  rest! 


Sorrow  can  never  be— darkness  must  fly, 
AV'here  saith   the  Light  of  light,  "Peace! 
it  is  I." 

3  Jesus,  Deliverer,  come  thou  to  me. 

Soothe  thou  my  voyaging  over  life's  sea; 

Thou,  when  the  storm  of  death  roars  sweep- 
ing by, 

Whisper,  thou  Truth  of  truth,  "Peace! 
it  is  I." 


^ 


NAZARETH.    L.  M. 


Samuel  Webbe. 


1.  How  sweet-ly  flowed  the    gos  -  pel  sound  From    lips 
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of        gen  -  tie-  ness  and  grace, 
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When  listening  thousands  gath- ered  round,  And  joy    and    reverence  filled    the  place! 
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O"!  O        "Never  man  spake  like  this  man." 

^AO  BoVVRING. 

II ow  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace. 

When  listening  thousands  gathered  round. 
And  joy  and  reverence  filled  the  place! 

2  From  heaven  he  came,  of  heaven  he  spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way; 

Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unvailing  an  immortal  day. 

3  "Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home; 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest;" 

Yes,  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come, 
Obey  thee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest. 

01   1  1  Peter  2:  19-25. 

j^L-k  A.  C.  CoxE. 

How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine 
That  in  thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 
In  wordrous  love,  0  Son  of  God! 


r- 


2  Oh,  who  like  thee,  so  calm,  so  bright. 
So  pure,  so  made  to  live  in  light? 

Oh,  who  like  thee  did  ever  go 

So  patient  through  a  world  of  woe  ? 

3  Oh,  who  like  thee  so  humbly  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before? 
So  meek,  forgiving,  godlike,  high, 

So  glorious  in  humility? 

4  Even  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn,  to  thee; 
Yet  love  through  ail  thy  torture  glowed, 
And  mercy  with  thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  Oh,  in  thy  light  be  mine  to  go. 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe! 
And  give  me  ever  on  the  road 

To  trace  thy  footsteps,  Son  of  God! 


itharacter  an6  Life. 


215 


"  Leaving  us  an  example." 

Watts. 

My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 

1  read  my  duty  in  thy  word; 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears. 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love  and  meekness  so  divine, 

1  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

MARYTON.    L.  M. 


3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer: 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conilict,  and  thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  : 

Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

ri.  p.  Smith. 
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0    Mas-ter,    let    me  walk  with  thee 
^u ft m.      --?*--      --^ 


In    low  -  ly    paths  of      ser  -  vice   free ; 
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.^Xt)  W.  Gladden. 

O  Master,  let  me  walk  with  thee 
In  lowly  paths  of  service  free; 
Tell  me  thy  secret;  help  me  bear 
The  strain  of  toil,  the  fret  of  care. 
2  Help  me  the  slow  of  heart  to  move 
By  some  clear,  winning  word  of  love; 
Teach  me  the  wayward  feet  to  stay. 
And  guide  them  in  the  homeward  way. 


GERMANY 

-U 


L.  M. 


3  Teach  me  thy  patience;  still  with  thee 
In  closer,  dearer  company, 

In  work  that  keeps  faith  sweet  and  strong, 
In  trust  that  triumphs  over  wrong, 

4  In  hope  that  sends  a  shining  ray 
Far  down  the  future's  broadening  way. 
In  peace  that  only  thou  canst  give, 
With  thee,  O  Master,  let  me  live. 

Arr.  from  Beethovem. 


1.  How  shall  I  follow  him  I  serve?  How  shall  I  copy  him  I  love?  Nor  from  those  blessed  footsteps  swerve, 

Which  lead  me  to  his  seat  above? 


<r>-|  ^  'Hoiv  shall  I  copy." 

^-Lt  JOSIAH   CONDER. 

How  shall  I  follow  him  I  serve? 

How  shall  I  copy  him  I  love  ? 
Nor  from  those  blessed  footsteps  swerve, 

Which  lead  me  to  his  seat  above? 

2  Lord,  should  my  path  thro'  suffering  lie. 
Forbid  it  I  should  e'er  repine; 

Still  let  me  turn  to  Calvary, 
Nor  heed  my  griefs,  remembering  thine. 

3  Oh,  let  me  think  how  thou  didst  leave 
L'ntasted  every  pure  delight. 


To  fast,  to  faint,  to  watch,  to  grieve. 
The  toilsome  day,  the  homeless  night  :- 

4  To  faint,  to  grieve,  to  die  for  me! 
Thou  camest  not  thyself  to  please: 

And,  dear  as  earthly  comforts  be. 
Shall  I  not  love  thee  more  than  these? 

5  Yes!  I  would  count  them  all  but  loss, 
To  gain  the  notice  of  thine  eye: 

Flesh  shrinks  and  trembles  at  the  cross, 
But  thou  canst  give  the  victory. 


3e$us  ithrist. 


CHRIST  IS  COMING  HERE  TO-DAY    7s.  61. 


W.  T.  Upton. 


1.  Christ       is    com  -  ing     here 


day,        Hap    -    py  chil  -  dren     joy  -  ful      say, 
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He       is  sure -ly     pass- ing    by;      We     will  watch  him  drawing  nigh.    Let     us  wave  and 
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sweet- ly    smg     While  the  branching  palms  we  bring.  Chanting  psalms  I  wav-ing     palms, 
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Je-  sus     is     our  King. 


.•^AO  Mrs   S.  L.  Severance. 

CiiuisT  is  coming  here  to-day, 

Happy  children  joyful  say, 

He  is  "surely  passing  by; 

AVe  will  watch  him  drawing  nigh. 

Let  us  wave  and  sweetly  sing 

While  the  branching  palms  we  bring. 

2  Men  may  crowd  us  all  the  while, 
13ut  he'll  see  us,  he  will  smile; 
Once  my  mother  heard  him  say: 
"Do  not  send  a  child  away." 
And  he  will  be  glad  to  see 
Little  ones  like  you  and  me. 


3  We  can  never  hope  to  find 
Any  other  friend  so  kind, 

We  would  choose  him  for  our  King, 
So  our  garments  we  will  bring, 
While  we  cast  them  at  his  feet 
We  will  sing  hosannas  sweet. 

4  Every  little  child  will  know, 
This  was  long  and  long  ago, 
But  our  Jesus  comes  to  day, 
He  is  passing  now  this  way; 
Let  us  own  him  as  our  King, 
And  hosannas  to  him  sing! 


]e$u$  Christ. 

with  thee,  Where  stand  revealed 
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1.  0  Mas-ter,  it     is       good  to     be    High    on  the  mountain  here  with  thee,  Where  stand  revealed 
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mor-tal  gaze  Those  glo-rions  saints    of        oth-er    days,  Who  once  received  on    Horeb's  height  Th' 
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ternal  laws  of  truth  and  right ;  Or  caught  the  still  small  whisper,  higher  Than  storm,  than  earthquake,  or  than  fire 
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■^i-fJ  A     P.    SlANLEY. 

O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 

High  on  the  mountain  here  with  tnce, 

Where  stand  revealed  to  mortal  gaze 

Those  glorious  saints  of  other  days, 

Who  once  received  on  Iloreb's  height 

Th"  eternal  laws  of  truth  and  right; 

Or  caught  the  still  small  whisper,  higher 

Than  storm,  than  earthquake,  or  than  lire. 

2  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 

With  thee,  and  with  thy  faithful  three, 
Here,  where  the  apostle's  heart  of  rock 
Is  nerved  against  temptation's  shock; 
Here  where  the  son  of  thunder  learns 
The  thought  that  breathes,  and  word  that 

burns; 
Here,  where  on  eagle's  wings  we  move 
With  him  whose  last  best  creed  is  love. 

3  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 
Entranced,  enwrapt,  alone  with  ther^; 
And  watch  thy  glistering  raiment  glow 
Whiter  than  I'lermon's  whitest  snow, 
The  human  lineaments  that  shine 
Irradiant  with  a  light  divine, 

Till  we  too  change  from  grace  to  grace, 
Gazing  on  that  transligured  face. 


4  O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 
Here  on  the  holy  mount  with  thee, 
When  darkling  in  the  depths  of  night, 
When  dazzled  with  excess  of  light, 
We  bow  before  the  heavenly  voice 
That  bids  bewildered  souls  rejoice, 
Though  love  wax  cold,  and  faitji  be  dim, 
"This  13  my  Son,  oh,  hear  ye  him." 

^^■•^^■r  Michael  Bruce. 

WiiKiti-:  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands. 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears, 
The  Patron  of  mankind  api)ears. 
Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye; 
I'artaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

2  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  has  a  i)art; 
He  sympathizes  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 
With  boldness  therefore,  at  the  throna, 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  heavenly  i)ower 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour 


ST.  CROSS.    L.  M, 


]esus  il^hrist. 


Dykes. 


1. '"Tis  finished  I  "—so   the      Sav  -  iour   cried,    And  meekly  bowed  his      head,  and    died: 

I     1-1      J  I 


'"Tis     fin-ished!"— yes,the    race 


run.     The    bat-tie  fought,  the    vie  -  fry    won. 


"  II  is  finished  "—John  19  :  30. 


S   Stennett 
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"'Tis  tinishedl" — so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head,  and  died: 
"'Tis  finished!" — yes,  the  race  is  run, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

2  ""Tis  finished!"— Son  of  God,  thy  power 
Ilath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour; 
And  yet,  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 

That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

3  ""Tis  finished!"— let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round; 
""Tis  finished!"— let  the  echo  fiy 

Thro'  heaven  and  hell,  thro'  earth  and  sky. 

QQQ  Luke  23  :  46-49. 

^^j^^^  Faber. 

Oh,  come,  and  mourn  with  me  awhile; 

Oh,  come  ye  to  the  Saviour"s  side; 
Oh,  come,  together  let  us  mourn; 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified! 

2  Have  we  no  tears  to  shed  for  him, 
While  soldiers  scoff  and  Jews  deride? 

Ah!  look  how  patiently  he  hangs; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified! 

3  How  fast  his  hands  and  feet  are  nailed: 
His  throat  with  parching  thirst  is  dried; 

His  failing  eyes  are  dimmed  with  blood: 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified! 

4  Seven  times  he  spake,  seven  words  of  love; 
And  all  three  hours  his  silence  cried 

For  mercy  on  the  souls  of  men; 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified! 

i>(i>»>  Gid.  C:  14, 

wwt>  Watts 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 


My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God: 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most- 
1  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet. 
Sorrow  and  love  How  mingled  down! 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  V 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  an  offering  far  too  small. 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all! 


Tappan 


Or>  I  Luke  22  :  39-16. 

'Tis  midnight;  and,  on  Olive's  brow. 
The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone; 

'Tis  midnight;  in  the  garden  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'Tis  midnight;  and,  from  all  removed. 
The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears; 

Ev"n  that  disciple  whom  he  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master"s  grief  and  tears. 

3  'Tis  midnight;  and,  for  others'  guilt. 
The  man  of  sorrows  weeps  in  blood; 

Yet  he  who  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'Tis  midnight;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know: 

Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woa 


Suffering  an6  Death. 


PASSION  CHORALE  No.  2.    7s.  6s.  81. 
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O  SACRED  Head,  once  wounded, 

With  grief  and  pain  weighed  down! 
How  scornfully  surrounded, 

With  thorns  thy  only  crown; 
O  sacred  Head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss  till  now  was  thine! 
Yet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  thee  mine. 

2  What  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 
Was  all  for  sinners'  gain: 

Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 

But  thine  the  deadly  pain: 
Lo,  here  1  fall,  my  Saviour! 

'Tis  1  deserve  thy  place; 
Look  on  me  with  thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  thy  grace. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow, 
To  praise  thee,  heavenly  Friend, 

For  this,  thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ? 
Lord!  make  me  thine  forever, 

Nor  let  me  faithless  prove: 
Oh,  let  me  never,  never 

Abuse  such  dying  love. 


OLIVE'S  BRO"W.    L.  M 
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Of>/3  Jesxis  on  the  Cross. 

O  Jesus,  we  adore  thee, 

Upon  the  cross,  our  King: 
We  bow  our  hearts  before  thee; 

Thy  gracious  Name  we  sing: 
That  Name  hath  brought  salvation, 

That  Name,  in  life  our  stay; 
Our  peace,  our  consolation 

When  life  shall  fade  away. 

2  Yet  doth  the  world  disdain  thee, 
Still  passing  by  thy  cross: 

Lord,  may  our  hearts  retain  thee; 

All  else  we  count  but  loss. 
The  grief  thy  soul  endured, 

Who  can  that  grief  declare? 
Thy  pains  have  thus  assurM 

That  thou  thy  foes  wilt  spare. 

3  Ah,  Lord,  our  sins  arraigned  thee, 
And  nailed  thee  to  the  tree: 

Our  pride,  O  Lord,  disdained  thee; 

Yet  deign  our  Hope  to  be. 
O  glorious  King,  we  bless  thee. 

No  longer  pass  thee  by; 
O  Jesus,  we  confess  thee 

Our  Lord  enthroned  on  high. 
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1.  'Tis  midnight!  and,  on  Olive's  brow,  The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone:  'Tis  midnight;  in  the  garden,  now 

The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 
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Redhead. 


1.  Go  to  darkGethsem-a- ne,    Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power!  Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 
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•Follow  his  steps."    1  Pei. 
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Watch  with  him  one  bit  -  ter  hour ;  Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away,  Learn  of  Je-sus  Christ  to  pray. 
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Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power! 
Your  Redeemer's  conrtict  see, 

AVatch  with  him  one  bitter  hour; 
Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray,' 

2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall. 
View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned; 

Oh,  the  wormwood  and  the  gall  I 

Oh,  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss; 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross. 

3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb; 
There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 

Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 

God's  own  sacritice  complete: 
"It  is  linished,"  hear  him  cry; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay: 
All  in  solitude  and  gloom; — 

Who  hath  taken  him  away? 
Christ  is  risen!  he  meets  our  eyes: 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 


ALETTA. 
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'•  ]'ci>it  e  ccelo  Maliator  alto." 

Roman  Bkeviary. 
Rev.  Sir  Henry  Williams  Baker, /r. 

Zion's  Daughter,  weep  no  more. 
Though  thy  troubled  heart  be  sore; 
He  of  whom  the  Psalmist  sung. 
He  who  woke  the  Prophet's  tongue, 
Christ,  the  Mediator  blest. 
Brings  thee  everlasting  rest. 

2  In  a  garden  man  became 

Heir  of  sin,  and  death,  and  shame: 
Jesus  in  a  garden  wins 
Life,  and  pardon  for  our  sins; 
Through  his  hour  of  agony 
I'raying  in  Gethsemane. 

3  There  for  us  he  intercedes; 
There  with  God  the  Father  pleads; 
WilHng  there  for  us  to  drain 

To  the  dregs  the  cup  of  pain, 

That  in  everlasting  day 

He  may  wipe  our  tears  away. 

4  Therefore  to  his  name  be  given 
Glory  both  in  earth  and  heaven; 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Honor,  praise,  and  glory  be, 
Now  and  through  eternity. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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Darkly  rose  the  guilty  morning. 
When,  the  King  of  glory  scorning, 

Raged  the  fierce  Jerusalem; 
See  the  Christ,  his  cross  upbearing, 
See  him  stricken,  spit  on,  wearing 

The  thorn-platted  diadem. 

2  Not  the  crowd  whose  cries  assailed  him, 
Not  the  hands  that  rudely  nailed  him, 

Slew  him  on  the  cursed  tree; 
Ours  the  sin  from  heaven  that  called  him. 
Ours  the  sin  whose  burden  galled  him 

In  the  sad  Gethsemane. 

3  For  our  sins,  of  glory  emptied. 
He  was  fasting,  lone,  and  tempted, 

He  was  slain  on  Calvary; 
Yet  he  for  his  murderers  pleaded; 
Lord,  by  us  that  prayer  is  needed. 

We  have  pierced,  yet  trust  in  thee. 

4  In  our  wealth  and  tribulation. 
By  thy  precious  cross  and  passion, 

By  thy  blood  and  agony, 
By  thy  glorious  resurrection. 
By  thy  Holy  Ghost's  protection, 

Make  us  thine  eternally. 
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Jacobus  da  Todi 
J.  W.  Alexander,  tr. 

Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping, 
There  her  mournful  station  keeping. 

Gazing  on  her  dying  Son; 
There,  in  speechless  anguish  groaning, 
Yearning,  trembling,  sighing,  moaning, 

Through  her  soul  the  sword  had  gone. 

2  AVhat  he  for  his  people  suffered. 
Stripes  and  scoffs  and  insults  offered, 

His  fond  mother  saw  the  whole; 
Never  from  the  scene  retiring 
Till  he  bowed  his  head,  expiring, 

And  to  God  breathed  out  his  soul. 

3  When  no  eye  its  pity  gave  us. 
When  there  was  no  arm  to  save  us. 

He  his  love  and  power  displayed. 
By  his  stripes  he  wrought  our  healing; 
By  his  death,  our  life  revealing. 

He  for  us  the  ransom  paid. 

4  Jesus,  may  thy  love  constrain  us, 
That  from  sin  we  may  refrain  us. 

In  thy  griefs  may  deeply  grieve; 
Thee  our  best  affections  giving. 
To  thy  glory  ever  living, 

May  we  in  thy  glory  live. 


3e$u$  iChrist. 
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1.  How  calm  and  beautiful  the  morn  That  gilds  the  sacred  tomb,  Where  once  the  Crucified  was  borne 
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^CPJi  Hastings. 

How  calm  and  beautiful  the  morn 

That  gilds  the  sacred  tomb, 
Where  once  the  Crucified  was  borne, 

And  veiled  in  midnight  gloom! 
Oh,  weep  no  more  the  Saviour  slain, 
The  Lord  is  risen— he  lives  again! 

2  Ye  mourning  saints,  dry  every  tear 

For  your  departed  Lord, 
"Behold  the  place,  he  is  not  here!" 

The  tomb  is  all  unbarred; 
The  gates  of  death  were  closed  in  vain, 
The  Lord  is  risen — he  lives  again. 


3  How  tranquil  now  the  rising  day! 
'Tis  Jesus  still  appears, 

A  risen  Lord,  to  chase  away 

Your  unbelieving  fears: 
Once,  by  the  law,  your  hopes  were  slain, 
But  now  in  Christ  ye  live  again. 

4  Now  cheerful  to  the  house  of  prayer, 
Your  early  footsteps  bend; 

The  Saviour  will  himself  be  there, 

Your  Advocate  and  Friend; 
Oh,  weep  no  more  your  comforts  slain. 
The  Lord  is  risen — he  lives  again! 
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1.  How  calm  and  beautiful  the  morn  That  gilds  the  sacred  tomb.  Where  once  the  Crucified  was  borne , 
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1  Welcome,  hap-py  morning  I  age  to  age  shall  say,    Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  heav'n  is 
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won     to  -  day.      Lo!  the  Dead  is     liv  -  ing,  God  for  ev-  er  -  more;  Him, their  true  Cre- 
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a  -  tor,  all  his  works  a-  dore.    Wel-oome,  hap-py  morning !  age  to     age  shall  say. 
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Welcome,  happy  morning!  age  to  age  shall 

say, 
Hell  to  day  is  vanquished,  heaven  is  won 

to  day, 
Lol  the  Dead  is  living,  God  forevermore; 
Ilim,  their  true  Creator,  all  his  works  adore, 
Welcome,  happy  morning!  age  to  age  shall 

say. 

2  Earth  her  joy  confesses,  clothing  her  lor 

spring. 
All  good  gifts  returned  with  her  returning 

King; 
Bloom  in  every  meadow,  leaves  on  every 

bough, 
Speak  his  sorrow  ended,  hail  his  triumph 

now. 
Hell  to  day  is  vanquished,  heaven  is  won 

to  day. 

3  Maker  and  Redeemer,  life  and  health  of 

all. 
Thou  from  heaven  beholding  human  na 
ture"s  fall, 


Of  the  Father's  Godhead  true  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver,  manhood  didst  put  on. 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  heaven  is  won 
to-day. 

4  Thou,  of  life  the  author,  death  didst  un- 

dergo. 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength 

to  show; 
Come  then.  True  and  Faithful,  now  fultil 

thy  word; 
'Tis  thine  own  third  morning:  rise,  O  buried 

Lord! 
Welcome,  happy  morning!  age  to  age  shall 

say. 

5  Loose  the  souls  long  prisoned,  bound  with 

Satan's  chain, 
All  that  now  is  fallen  raise  to  life  again; 
Show  thy  face  in  brightness,  bid  the  nations 

see, 
liring  again  our  daylight;  day  returns  with 

thee. 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  heaven  is  won 

to-day! 
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1 .  Our  Lord  is  risen  from  tlie  dead,Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high;  The  pow'rs  of  hell  are  captive  led, 
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Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 

Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high; 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 

Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 
Lol  his  triunij>hal  chariot  waits. 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay: 
"Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates! 

Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way  I" 

^  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light. 
And  wideunfold  the  radiant  scene; 

He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right; 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in. 
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Who  is  the  King  of  glory,  who  ? 

The  Lord  that  all  his  foes  o'ercame, 
The  world,  sin,  death,  and  nell  o'erthrew. 

And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror's  name. 

3  Lo!  His  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay; 
"Lift  up  your  heads  ye  heavenly  gates. 

Ye  everlasting  doors  give  way." 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory,  who? 

The  Lord,  of  boundless  power  possessed, 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels  too, 

God,  over  all,  for  ever  blest. 
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The  pow'rs  of    hell     are      cap  -  tive     led,  Dragg'd  to     the      por  -  tals     of 
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Che  Resurrection. 
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faith- ful,  raise      the      strain 


Of      tri-umph-ant     glad   -  ness; 
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Come  ye  faithful,  raise  the  strain 

Of  triumphant  gladness; 
God  hath  brought  his  Israel 

Into  joy  from  sadness; 
Loosed  from  Pharaoh's  bitter  yoke 

Jacob's  sons  and  daughters; 
Led  them  with  unmoistend  foot 

Through  the  Red  Sea  waters. 

2  'Tis  the  spring  of  souls  to-day; 

Christ  hath  burst  his  prison, 
And  from  three  days'  sleep  in  death 

As  a  sun  hath  risen ; 
All  the  winter  of  our  sins, 

Long  and  dark,  is  flying 
From  his  light,  to  whom  we  give 

Laud  and  praise  undying. 


3  Now  the  Queen  of  seasons  bright 
With  the  day  of  splendor, 

With  the  royal"  feast  of  feasts, 

Comes  itsjoy  to  render; 
Comes  to  glad  Jerusalem, 

AVho  with  true  affection 
Welcomes  in  unwearied  strains 

Jesus'  resurrection. 

4  Neither  might  the  gates  of  death, 
Nor  the  tomb's  darlc  portal. 

Nor  the  watchers,  nor  the  seal, 

Hold  thee  as  immortal: 
But  today  amidst  thine  own 

Thou  (iidst  stand,  bestowing 
That  thy  peace  which  evermore 

Passeth  human  knowing. 


REDHEAD.    73. 


3e$u$  i£hrist. 


Redhkad. 
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Eaise  your   joys    and      tri  -  umphs  high;       Sing,    ye  heav'ns,and  earth,   re   -  ply! 


20  ,X  MarklQ:  6. 

*y*j  wesi 

"Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day," 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say: 
Eaise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high; 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth,  reply! 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  flght,  the  battle  won: 
Lol  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 

Lo!  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Lives  again  our  glorious  King! 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save; 
Where's  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave? 

4  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led. 
Following  our  exalted  Head: 

Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise, 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies! 


Kelly. 


OOr*     "  King  nf  kiiig!^."—]iev.  17  :  14. 

Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs  I 
Praise  to  Zion's  King  belongs; 
His  the  victor's  crown  and  fame: 
Glory  to  the  Saviour's  name  I 

2  Sore  the  strife,  but  rich  the  prize. 
Precious  in  the  Victor's  eyes: 
Glorious  is  the  work  achieved, 
Satan  vanquished,  man  relieved! 

3  Sing  we  then  the  Victor's  praise; 
Go  ye  forth  and  strew  the  ways; 
Bid  him  welcome  to  his  throne: 
He  is  worthy,  he  alone! 

4  Place  the  crown  upon  his  brow; 
Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow; 
Him  the  brightest  seraph  sings; 
Heaven  proclaims  him  "King  of  kings!" 


OQT^        "  Come,  see  the  place." 

^*J  i  COLLYER. 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb; 
Jesus  scatters  all  its  gloom: 
Day  of  triumph!  through  the  skies 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise! 

2  Christian!  dry  your  flowing  tears; 
Chase  those  unbelieving  fears: 
Look  on  his  deserted  grave; 
Doubt  no  more  his  power  to  save. 


3  Ye,  who  are  of  death  afraid, 
Triumph  in  the  scattered  shade; 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away: 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay! 


John  14 :  28. 


Stanley. 
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He  is  gone!  we  heard  him  say, 
"Good  that  1  should  go  away;" 
Gone  is  that  dear  form  and  face, 
But  not  gone  his  present  grace. 


2  Though  himself  no  more  we  see. 
Comfortless  we  cannot  be; 

No,  his  Spirit  still  is  ours, 
Quickening,  freshening  all  our  powers. 

3  He  is  gone!  but  we  once  more 
Shall  behold  him  as  before. 

In  the  heaven  of  heavens  the  same 
As  on  earth  he  went  and  came. 


4  In  the  many  mansions  there, 
Place  for  us  he  will  prepare: 
In  that  world  unseen,  unknown, 
He  and  we  shall  yet  be  one. 


LANCASHIRE.    7s.  63.  81. 


Che  Besurrection. 
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0*?0         The  Lord's  dai/.       John  of  Damascus. 
^*y*f  J.  M.  Neale, /r. 

Til?:  clay  of  resurrection, 

Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad: 
The  Passover  of  gladness. 

The  Passover  of  God. 
From  death  to  life  eternal. 

From  earth  unto  the  sky, 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over, 

With  hymns  of  victory. 

2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  ravs  eternal 

Of  Resurrection  light; 


And,  listening  to  his  accents, 
May  hear  so  calm  and  plain 

His  own  "All  hail,"  and  hearing 
May  raise  the  victor  strain. 

3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful, 

Let  earth  her  song  begin. 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein; 
Invisible  and  visible 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend, 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 

Our  joy  that  hath  no  end. 
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3esus  iChrist. 


ST.  THERESA..    6.  5.  121. 


Sullivan. 


1.  Gold -en  harps  are  sounding,    An-gel  voi-ces     sing, 

2.  He  who  came  to  save    us.       He  who  bled  and  died, 

3.  Pleading  for   hischil-dren       In  the  blessed    place. 


Pearl- y  gates  are    o-pened, 
Now  is  crown'd  with  glo-ry, 
Call-ing  them  to    glo  -  ry, 
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Opened  for    the     King! 

At     hisFa-ther's  side. 

Send-ing  them  his     grace; 


Je  -  sus,Kingof  Glo  -  ry,  Je  -  sus.  King  of  Love, 
Nev  -  er  more  to  suf  -  fer,  Nev  -  er  more  to  die; 
Hisbrighthomeprepar-ing,  Faith-ful  ones, for  you; 


F» ^—» r  — ^^ H  * *— * 


Is  gone  up    in  tri-umph, 
Je- sus,Kingof  Glo  -   ry, 
Je-  sus   ev  -  er  liv  -  eth, 


To  his  throne  a  -  bove. 
Is  gone  up  on  high! 
Ev  -  er  lov-  eth    too. 


All  his  work  is  end  -  ed, 
All  his  work  is  end  -  ed, 
All  his  work  is  end  -  ed, 


Exaltation  an6  iBlory. 


HARWELL.    8s  &  7s. 
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L.  Masok. 


1.  HarkI  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices  Sound  the  note  of  praise  above  Jesus  reigns, and  heav'n  rejoices; 
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rules 


the  world  a-lone 


<>  I  ^  Heh.  1 :  S-8. 

•wdtA  Keiav. 

Hakk!  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love: 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne  ; 

Jesus  rules  the"  world  alone. — Kef. 

2  King  of  glory,  reign  forever! 
Thine  an  everlasting  crown: 

Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  tliou  hast  made  thine  own: 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing; 
Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 

When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away! 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we"ll  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  KingI " 

The  f/lorious  Omfjarror. 

Christopher  Wordsworth. 

See,  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph! 

See  the  King  in  royal  state. 
Riding  on  the  clouds,  his  chariot, 

To  his  heavenly  palace  gate! 
Hark!  the  choirs  of  angel  voices 

Joyful  hallehijas  sing. 
And  the  portals  high  are  lifted 

To  receive  their  heavenly  King. 

2  Who  is  this  that  comes  in  glory, 
With  the  trump  of  jubilee? 
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Lord  of  battles,  God  of  armies, 

He  has  gained  the  victory; 
He,  who  on  the  cross  did  suffer, 

He,  who  from  the  grave  arose, 
He  has  vanquished  sin  and  Satan, 

He  by  death  has  spoiled  his  foes. 
3  Thou  hast  raised  our  human  nature. 

On  the  clouds  to  (iod's  right  hand; 
There  we  sit  in  heavenly  places, 

There  with  thee  in  glory  stand; 
Jesus  reigns,  adored  by  angels; 

Man  with  God  is  onthe  throne; 
Mighty  Lord!  in  thine  ascension. 

We  by  faith  behold  our  own. 

.^^TtO  Christopher  Wordsworth. 

See  him,  who  is  gone  before  us, 

Heavenly  mansions  to  prepare; 
See  him,  who  is  ever  pleading 

For  us  with  prevailing  prayer; 
See  him,  who  with  sound  of  trumpet 

And  Avith  his  angelic  train, 
Summoning  the  world  to  judgment, 

On  the  clouds  will  come  again, 
2  Raise  us  up  from  earth  to  heaven; 

Give  us  wings  of  faith  and  love, 
Gales  of  holy  aspirations 

Wafting  us  to  realms  above; 
That  with  hearts  and  minds  uplifted 

We  with  Christ  our  Lord  may  dwell. 
Where  he  sits  enthroned  in  glory. 

In  his  heavenly  citadel 


CORONATION.    CM. 


3esus  ithrist. 


O,  HOLDEN. 


1.  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name !  Let  angels  prostrate  fall!  Bring  forth  the  royal  di-a  •  dem, 
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And  crown  him  Lord  of 
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All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall! 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

2  Sinners  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

3  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

4  Oh  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall! 

We'll  join  the  everlasting  song! 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

OIK  -Rct-  5  :  6-12. 

^^dbif  Watts. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Amid  his  Father's  throne; 
Prepare  new  honors  for  his  name, 

And  songs  before  unknown. 
2  Let  elders  worship  at  his  feet, 

The  church  adore  around. 
With  vials  full  of  odors  sweet. 

And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

MILES  LANE.    C.  M.    {Second  Tune:, 


3  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 
Be  endless  blessings  paid! 

Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 
Forever  on  thy  head! 

4  Thou  hast  redeemed  our  souls  with  blood, 
Hast  set  the  prisoners  free. 

Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee. 

^/i£\  '   Our  Joy  and  Reward, 

^^"  J.  Chandler,  tr. 

O  Christ  !  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire, 

Redemption's  only  spring! 
Creator  of  the  world  art  thou. 

Its  Saviour  and  its  King. 

2  How  vast  the  mercy  and  the  love. 
Which  laid  our  sins  on  thee, 

And  led  them  to  a  cruel  death 
To  set  thy  people  free! 

3  But  now  the  bonds  of  death  are  burst. 
The  ransom  has  been  paid: 

And  thou  art  on  thy  Father's  throne. 
In  glorious  robes  arrayed. 

4  O  Christ!  be  thou  our  present  joy. 
Our  future  great  reward! 

Our  only  glory  may  it  be. 
To  glory  in  the  Lord. 

W.  Shrubsole. 
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1.  All  hail  the  power  of   Je  -   sus' name!  Let    an- gels  prostrate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  rov-al 
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di-a  -  dem,  And  crown  him,  crown   him,     crown  him,  crown  him  Lord 


of 


all! 


LAUD.    C.  M. 


Exaltation  an6  iBlory. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb.' 
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Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  died,"  they  cry, 
"  To  be  exalted  thus  !" 

"Worthy  the  Lamb  !"  our  lips  reply, 
"For  he  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine  ; 

And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  forever  thine  1 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas. 

Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 


AZMON".    CM 
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^J:0  Watts. 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  above, 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there. 

Upon  a  throne  of  love, 

2  Come,  let  us  bow  before  his  feet, 
And  venture  near  the  Lord  : 

No  fiery  cherubs  guard  his  seat. 
Nor  double-liaming  sword. 

3  The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 
Are  opened  by  the  Son  ; 

High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise. 
And  reach  th' almighty  throne. 

4  To  thee  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring. 
Great  Advocate  on  high  : 

And  glory  to  th'  eternal  King, 
Who  lays  his  anger  by. 

Arr.  from  Glaser. 
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"  Show  forth  his  salvatio7i.' 


^-±*)  Watts 

Salvation  !  oh,  the  joyful  sound  I 

'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears  ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fears. 
2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay ; 


But  we  arise  by  grace  divine 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  I  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around. 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 


SATURNIA.    ( No.  1.)  *  C.  M. 


Saluation. 


F.  B.  Rice. 
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With  -  out    one  cheerful     beam    of   hope,     Or    spark     of   glimmering      day. 
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'  God  comviciidcth  his  love.' 


-Rom.  5  •  8. 

Watts. 
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Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 

We  wretched  sinners  lay, 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 

Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 


2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  Grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief  : 
He  saw,  and,  oh,  amazing  love! — 

He  ran  to  our  relief. 

*  For  first  two  stanzas  use  No,  I ;  for  the  last  three  use  No.  2. 


SATURNIA.    (No.  2.)  *  C.  M. 
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3.  Down   from    the     shin  -  ing   seats      a  -   bove,    With       joy  -   ful  haste     he 
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3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled, 
Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh. 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  Oh,  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour's  praises  speak! 

5  Angels,  assist  our  mighty  joys! 
Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold! 

But  when  you  raise  your  highest  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 


Ortt  Psalm  So. 

^OX  S.  Browne. 

Loud,  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie. 

And  knock  at  mercy's  door: 
With  heavy  heart  and  downcast  eye. 

Thy  favor  we  implore. 

2  On  us  the  vast  extent  display 
Of  thy  forgiving  love; 

Take  all  our  heinous  guilt  away: 
This  heavy  load  remove. 

3  'Tis  mercy — mercy  we  implore. 
We  would  thy  pity  move; 

Thy  grace  is  an  exhaustless  store. 
And  thou  thvself  art  love. 


Tilarning. 


WELLS.    L.  M. 


I.  HOLDROYD. 


1.  Why    will   ye  waste    on      tri- fling  cares    That     life  which  God's  com  -  pas-sionsparesi 
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While,    in    the     va  -  rious  range  of  thought,  The     one  thing  need  -  ful       is     for  -  got. 
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"  One  ^/a'ng  is  needful." 


Doddridge. 


Why  will  ye  waste  on  triHing  cares 
That  life  which  God's  compassion  spares? 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot. 

2  Shall  God  invite  you  from  above? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  his  dying  love? 

IShall  troubled  conscience  give  you  pain? 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain? 

3  Not  so  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue: 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear, 
When  death's  decisive  hour  is  near. 

4  Almighty  GodI  thy  grace  impart; 
Fix  deep  conviction  on  each  heart: 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trilling  cares 
That  life  which  thy  compassion  spares. 


O.-rO  Pso^m  88  :  10-12. 

While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given; 

But  soon,  ah!  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 


DwiGHT. 


3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 
Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave, 

Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4  Now  God  invites — how  blest  the  day  I 
How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  sound! 

Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away. 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  foiind. 


'  Haste  thee:  escape  t father." - 


■Gen.  19:  22. 

COLLYER. 
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Haste,  traveler,  hastel  the  night  comes  on, 
And  many  a  shining  hour  is  gone; 
The  storni  is  gathering  in  the  west. 
And  thou  art  far  from  home  and  rest. 

2  The  rising  tempest  sweeps  the  sky; 
The  rains  descend,  the  winds  are  high; 
The  waters  swell,  and  death  and  fear 
Beset  thy  path;  no  refuge  near. 

3  Haste,  while  a  shelter  you  may  gain, — 
A  covert  from  the  wind  and  rain, — 

A  hiding-place,  a  rest,  a  home, — 
A  refuge  from  the  wrath  to  come. 


2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day! 

How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming  soundl 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh.  haste  away. 

While  yet  a  pardoning  God  he's  found. 


4  Then  linger  not  in  all  the  plain; 
Flee  for  thy  life— the  mountain  gain; 
Look  not  behind:  make  no  delay; 
Oh,  speed  thee,  speed  thee  on  thy  way! 


STOERS.    7s. 


Saluation. 


R.  Stores  Willis. 


1,  Haste,  0  sinner !  now  be  wise ',  Stay  not  for  the  morrow  s  snn :  W  isdom  if  you  still  despise,— Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 


E±F2:Az:I^z:iI:p=lf-*-"--^t=i=^=^=l:g=g=r^lIt^^ 
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O  K  K  /aHif,s  4  :  13-15. 

^OtJ  T.  Scott. 

Haste,  O  sinner!  now  be  wise; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun: 
AVisdom  if  you  still  despise, — 

Harder  is' it  to  be  won. 

2  Haste,  and  mercy  now  implore; 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 

Lest  the  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

3  Haste,  O  sinner!  now  return; 
Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 

Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 


HORTON.    7s. 


I       I    I 
O  Ki*  Luke  13. 

-^OXJ  J.  F.  Clarke. 

Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  far 
From  thy  Father's  happy  home, 

With  thyself  and  God  at  war? 
Turn  thee,  brother;  homeward  come. 

2  Hast  thou  wasted  all  the  powers 
God  for  noble  uses  gave? 

Squandered  life's  most  golden  hours? 
Turn  thee,  brother;  God  can  save. 

3  He  can  heal  thy  bitterest  wound, 
He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear; 

Seek  him,  for  he  may  be  found; 
Call  upon  him;  he  is  near. 

Xavier  Schnyder  Von  Warteksee. 


1.  Come,  said 


sa  -  cred  voice,     Come,  and    make  my     paths  your  choice ; 


will  guide     you 


your  home; 


Wea  -  ry    wanderer,   hith-er   come! 

^1 


iyf^'Y     "  Come  unto  me."— Matt.  11  :  28-30. 

^*J  4  Mks.  Barbauld. 

Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 

Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come! 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste. 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn: — 

4  Hither  come!  for  here  is  found 
Balm  *hat  Hows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Kest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


"  Why  will  ye  die."—Ezek.  IS  : 


31. 
C.  Wesley. 
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Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why — 
God,  who  did  your  being  give, 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live. 

2  Sinners,  turn!  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
He  who  died,  tiiat  ye  might  live. 

3  Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why — 
Who  has  sought  your  hearts  to  move, 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  his  love. 

4  Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 

Oh!  ye  long-sought  sinners,  why 
AVillve  grieve  vour  God,  and  die? 


3nuitation. 


LAMTISTON.    L.  M. 
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F.  R.  Statham. 
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1.  Come,  wea-ry   souls,  with    sin    dis-tress'd,  Come, and     ac  -  cept   the  prom-ised  rest; 
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The  Saviour's    gra-cious  call 
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0  -   bey,    And      cast  your  gloom  -  y      fears    a  -  way. 
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i>  XCJ  "  -f  '''''^'  £"'''<^  you  rest." 

■"**'»'  Mrs.  Steele. 

Co:\iE,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed, 
Come,  and  accept  the  promised  rest; 
The  Saviour's  gracious  call  obey, 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows, 
To  cleanse  your  guilt  and  heal  your  woes; 


Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace! 

3  Dear  Saviourl  let  thy  powerful  love 
Conlirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove; 
Oh,  sweetly  reign  in  every  breast, 
And  guide"  us  to  eternal  rest. 


STEPHANOS.    8.  5.  8.  3 
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W.  n.  Monk. 
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1.  Art  thou  weary,  heavy  laden,  Art  thou  sore  distress'd  ?  "  Come  to  me,"  saith  One, "  and  coming.  Be  at      rest." 
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Stki'Hen  of  St.  Sekas 
J.  M.  Neale,  ir. 

Art  thou  weary,  heavy  laden, 

Art  thou  sore  distressed ':' 
"Come  to  me,"  saith  One,  "and  coming, 
Be  at  rest." 

2  Hath  he  marks  to  lead  me  to  him, 
If  he  be  my  Guide? 

"In  his  feet  and  hands  are  wound-print'-- 
And  his  side.'' 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 
That  his  brow  adorns  y 

"Yea.  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
Ijut  of  thorns.''" 


^^ 


-«-' 


i^ipUD 


4  If  I  find  him,  if  I  follow, 
\\'hat's  my  jiortion  here? 
"Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  conllict, 
Many  a  tear." 

")  If  I  still  hold  closelv  to  him, 

What  hath  he  at  last'? 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed.'' 

<)  If  I  ask  him  to  receive  me, 

Will  he  say  me  nay':' 
">{ot  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away.'' 


Saluation. 


LUX  MUNDI.    7s.  63.  D. 


Sullivan. 
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1.    0     Je-sus,  thou  art  standing     Out- side  the  fast-closed  door,       In    low  -  ly     patience 
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wait- ing       To     pass   the  threshold  o'er:   Shame     on     us!  so       un  -  wor  -  thy     His 
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name  and  sign  to  bear;    Oh,  shame, thrice  shame  up-on     us,    To  keep  him  standing  there. 


W.  W.  How. 


O/*  I      "Behold  1  stand  at  the  door. 

O  Je.sus,  thou  art  standing 

Outside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o  er: 
Shame  on  us!  so  unworthy 

His  name  and  sign  to  bear; 
Oh,  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  us, 

To  keep  him  standing  there. 

2  O  Jesus,  thou  art  knocking: 
And  lo!  that  hand  is  scarred, 

And  thorns  thy  brow  encircle, 
And  tears  thy  face  have  marred: 

Oh,  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 
So  patiently  to  wait! 

Oh,  sin  that  hath  no  equal. 
So  fast  to  bar  the  gate! 

3  O  Jesus,  thou  art  pleading 
In  accents  meek  and  low, 

"I  died  for  you,  my  chddren, 


And  will  ye  treat  me  so  V  " 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

We  open  now  the  door: 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter. 

And  leave  us  nevermore. 

O/*  t>  *  Looking  to  Jesus. 

^\9^i  Rowland  Hill. 

Yk  that  in  his  courts  are  found. 
Listening  to  the  joyful  sound, 
Lost  and  helpless  as  ye  are. 
Sons  of  sorrow,  sin  and  care: 
Glorify  the  King  of  kings, 
Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

2  Turn  to  Christ  your  longing  eyes, 

View  his  bloody  sacrifice, 

See  in  him  vour  sins  forgiven. 

Pardon,  holiness  and  heaven; 

(liorifv  the  King  of  kings. 

Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

*  Tune,  "  Elvey,"  opposite  page. 


jnuitation. 


ELVEY.    7s.  61. 
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G.  J.  Elvey. 
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1.  From    the    cross     up  -   lift  -   ed     high,    Where   the     Sav  -  lour  deigns    to       die, 
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What     me   -   lo  -  dious  sounds    I       hear.       Burst  -  ing      on      the       rav-ished     ear!— 
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I 
"Love's     re  -  deem  -  ing    work     is      done:      Come    and     wel    -    come,  sin- ner,  come  !' 


Haweis. 


<y{i*y    "  I  will  draw  all  men  unto  me.' 
^yJO  John  12:  32. 

From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
AVhere  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  earl — 
"Love's  redeeming  work  is  done: 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come!" 

2  "  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored; 
To  thy  Father's  Ijosoni  pressed. 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam: 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come!" 

3  "Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end; 
Lo!  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend, 
Safe  your  spirit  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

L"p  to  my  eternal  home; 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come!" 


(y(\A      ^^  heart  breaking  before  the  Cross. 
■«^"'4  Charles  Wesley. 

Hp:art  of  stone,  relent,  relent; 
Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdued! 
See  his  body  mangled,  rent. 
Covered  with  a  gore  of  blood; 
Sinful  soul,  what  hast  thou  done  y 
Crucitied  the  Incarnate  Son. 

2  Yes,  thy  sins  have  done  the  deed. 
Driven  the  nails  that  lixed  him  there, 
Crowned  with  thorns  his  sacred  head, 
I'ierced  him  with  the  cruel  spear, 
Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice, 

AV'hile  for  sinful  man  he  dies. 

3  "Wilt  thou  let  him  bleed  in  vain? 
Still  to  death  thy  Lord  pursue? 
Open  all  his  wounds  again. 

And  tlie  shameful  cross  renew? 
No;  with  all  my  sins  I'll  part; 
Break,  O  break',  my  bleeding  heart! 


SERENITY.    S.  M. 


Saluation. 
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C.  Bryan. 
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Hath     not      for      thee     a      home. 


It C: 
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0/»  *r  Gen.  8:9. 

•^"^  Muhlenberg. 

Oh,  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 

On  restless" wing  to  roam; 
All  this  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 

Hath  not  for  thee  a  home. 

Behold  the  ark   of  God! 

Behold  the  open  door! 
Oh,  haste  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 

And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 
3  There  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 

There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 

With  full  salvation  blest. 


Eph.  4 :  30. 
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Hyde. 


GORTON.    S,  M. 
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And  canst  thou,  sinner,  slight 

The  call  of  love  divine! 
Shall  God  with  tenderness  invite, 

And  gain  no  thought  of  thine? 

2  Wilt  thou  not  cease  to  grieve 
The  Spirit  from  thy  breast, 

Till  he  thy  wretched  "soul  shall  leave. 
With  all  thy  sins  oppressed? 

3  To-day,  a  pardoning  God 
Will  hear  the  suppliant  pray; 

To-day,  a  Saviours  cleansing  blood 
W^ill"  wash  thy  guilt  away. 


Arr.  from  Beethoven, 


^i. 
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1.  Now  is  th'  accepted  time,  Now  is  the  day  [of  grace ;  Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay,  Andseek  the  Saviour's  face. 


:   i   '   '     I 

OAT  2  Cor.  6:  2. 

■^V'*  DOBELL. 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace; 
Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay. 

And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 
The  gospel  bids  you  come; 

And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 

3  Lord,  draw  reluctant  soids, 
And  feast  them  with  thy  love; 

Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  Hy 
To  bear  the  news  above. 

<>/:»  Q  Rev.  22  :  17-20. 

•^^""^  Onderdonk. 

The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts. 

Is  whispering,  "Sinner,  come,"' 


The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  "Come!" 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him,  "  Come;" 

Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  Fountain,  come! 

3  Yes,  whosoever  will. 
Oh,  let  him  freely  come. 

And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
"Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo!  .Jesus  who  invites. 
Declares,  "I  quickly  come;" 

Lord,  even  so;  we  wait  thine  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come! 


SCHUMANN  (  Heath).    S.  M 
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1,  Give  to  the  Lord  thine  heart  i  In  him  all  pleasures  meet :  Oh,  come  and  choose  the  better  part, 

Low  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 


f>/^0  G'uethu  Hia  t. 

Give  to  the  Lord  thine  heart; 

In  him  all  pleasures  meet: 
Oh,  come  and  choose  the  better  part, 

Low  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

2  Hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live; 

His  peace  shall  be  your  stay — 
Peace,  which  the  world  can  never  give, 

Can  never  take  away. 


ST.  OLAVE.    6s.  61. 


3  Go  with  him  to  his  cross, 
Go  with  him  to  his  tomb; 

Your  richest  gain  ai  count  but  loss, 
And  tarry  till  he  come. 

4  Then,  when  you  hear  his  voice, 
Your  faithful  Shepherd's  call. 

Lift  up  your  heads,  in  him  rejoice, 
Your  God,  your  Guide,  your  All! 


Barnby. 
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1.  Thy   life    was  giv'n  for    me,      Thy  blood,  0  Lord  was    shed,  Thai   I  might  ransom'd  be, 
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And  quickened  from  the    dead.    Thy    life  was  giv'n  for  me:  What  have  I  giv'i  for    Thee? 


-• 0 fe5 ;?3 — iH 1^-^-\-0 — • — ' — 


:^=t=t=t: 


:ic-— I 


±-^z 


-0 1-#- 


m 


% 


270 


F.  R.  Havergal. 


Tiiv  life  was  given  for  me, 
Thy  blood,  O  Lord  was  shed, 

That  1  might  ransomed  be, 
And  quickened  from  the  dead. 

Thy  life  was  given  for  me: 

What  have  I  given  for  thee? 

2  Long  years  were  spent  for  me 
In  weariness  and  woe, 

That  through  eternity 

Thy  glory  I  might  know. 
Long  years  were  spent  for  me: 
Have  I  spent  one  for  thee ':' 

3  Thy  Father's  home  of  light. 
Thy  rainbow-circled  throne, 

Were  left  for  earthly  night, 


For  wanderings  sad  and  lone 
Yea,  all  was  left  for  me: 
Have  1  left  aught  for  thee ':' 

4  And  thou  hast  brought  to  me, 
Down  from  thy  home  above. 

Salvation  full  and  free. 

Thy  pardon  and  thy  love. 
Great  gifts  thou  broughtest  me: 
What  have  1  brought  to  thee":* 

5  Oh,  let  my  life  be  given. 
My  years  "for  thee  be  spent. 

World-fetters  all  be  riven. 

And  joy  with  suffering  blenti 
Thou  gavest  thyself  for  me; 
I  give  myself  to  thee. 


BELMONT.    CM. 
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Saluation. 


W.  Gardiner. 
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1.  Ee  -  turn,     0      wan  -  d'rer,  now     re  -  turn,    And     seek    thy    Fa  -  ther's     face  I 
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Keturn,  O  wanderer,  now  return. 

And  seek  thy  Father's  face! 
Those  new  desires  which  in  thee  burn, 

Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return, 
Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live; 

Go  to'  his  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  he'll  forgive. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return. 
And  wipe  the  falling  tear! 

Thy  Father  calls — no  longer  mourn: 
llis  love  invites  thee  near. 

O^O   "  Ho',  every  one  that  ihirsleth."    Isa.  55. 

j^  4  ^  Watts. 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend, 
And  every  heart  rejoice; 


DEDHAM.    C.  M. 


The  trumpet  of  the  Gospel  soiinds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho!  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls, 
That  feed  upon  the  wind. 

And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  the  empty  mind. 

3  Eternal  wisdom  has  prepared 
A  soul-reviving  feast, 

And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  ricli  provision  taste. 

4  Ho!  ye  that  pant  for  living  streams, 
And  pine  away  and  die: 

Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 
"With  springs  that  never  die. 

5  The  happy  gates  of  gospel-grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day: 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 


Gardiner. 
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JBSU  BONE  PASTOR.    8s.  7s. 


3nuitation. 
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J.  H.  Wilcox. 
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1.  Come,  ye  sinners, poor  and  needy,  This  is  your  ac-cept-  ed  hour ;  Je-  sus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 


Full  of  pit 


"Look  unto  me  mid  be  ye  saved." 


2l4  S  Hart. 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
This  is  your  accepted  hour; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power: 

!i:  He  is  able,  :  | 
He  is  willing;  doubt  no  more. 

2  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 
Lo!  the  Saviour  prostrate  lies; 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  himi 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

II :  "It  is'tinished!"  :|| 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice? 

3  Lo!  th"  incarnate  God,  ascended. 
Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood; 

Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude: 

l|:  None  but  .Jesus  :|| 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 


2^  I  Isa.  55. 

<  *  Allen. 

Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message 

Sent  in  mercy  from  above  V 
Every  sentence,  oh,  how  tenderl 

Every  line  is  full  of  love; 
li':  Hear,  oh,  hear  it!  ::| 

Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  gospel, 
News  from  Zion's  King  proclaim: 

"To  each  rebel  sinner  pardon. 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  name:" 

Ij:  Oh,  receive  it!  :|| 
"Free  forgiveness  in  his  name." 

3  Now  ye  angels,  hovering  round  us. 
Waiting  spirits,  speed  your  way; 

Haste  ye  to  the  court  of  heaven, 
Tidings  bear  without  delay: 

II .  Rebel  sinners  :!| 
Glad  the  message  will  obey. 


BELMONT. 


8s.  7s  &  4s 
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1    f  Sinners,  will  you  scorn  the  message  Sent  in  mercy  from  above?  Hear,  oh,  hear  it!  Hear,  oh,  hear  it! 
'  *•  Ev'ry  sentence,  oh,  how  tender !  Ev-'ry  line  is  full  of  love;  ^  Every  line  is  full  of  love. 
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To-day  the  Saviour  calls: 
Ye  wanderers,  come! 

Oh,  ye  benighted  souls. 
Why  longer  roamV 

2  To-day  the  Saviour  call?: 
Oh,  listen  now! 

Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 


AMOY.    6s&4s. 


I    I 

3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls: 
For  refuge  Hy: 

The -storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day: 
Yield  to  his  power; 

Oh,  grieve  him  not  awayl 
"Tis  mercv's  hour. 


L.  Mason. 
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1.  To-day  the  Saviour  calls:  Ye  wanders, come  !  Oh,   ye   benighted  souls.  Why  lon-ger  roam? 


Saluation. 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE,    lis  &  10s 


Saml.  Webbe. 
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1.  Come,  ye  dis-con  -  so-late!  where'er  ye  languish, Come  to  the  mer-cy-seat,  fervent-ly  kneel: 
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Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts , here  tell  your  anguish;  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heav'n  cannot  heal. 
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QT'/^  2  Cor.  1:  3-6. 

■•^  *  "  Moore. 

Come,    ye     disconsolate!     where'er       ye  2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  stray- 
languish,  ing, 
Come  to  the  mercy-seat,  fervently  kneel:  Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure, — 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  say- 
your  anguish;  ing, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot 
heal.  cure. 


PAULINA,    lis. 
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1.  Oh,  turn   ye.oh,  turn  ye!for  why  willye  die,"WhenGodingreatmercyis  coming  so  nigh? 
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Now  Jesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says,  come.  And  angels  are  wait-ing  to  welcome  you  home. 
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Come  wretched,  come  starving,  make  trial 

J.  Hopkins.  j^j^^-j  g^^^ 
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Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye!  for  why  will  ye  die,  And  prove  that  his  mercy  is  boundless  and 
When  (iod  in  great  mercv  is  coming  so  nighV  free 

NovyJesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says,  come,  3^0!    Christ  is  now   ready  your  souls  to 
And  angels  are  waitmg  to   welcome  you  receive 

^'^™^'  Oh,    why    longer  question?   oh,  why   not 
?i  How  vain  the  delusion,  that  while   you  believe  V 

delay,  "  If  sin  is  your  burden,why  will  you  not  come? 

Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying  'Tis  you  he  bids  welcome;  he  bids  you  come 

away!  home. 


RIVAULX.    L.  M. 


Expostulation. 


Dykes. 
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He  gen  -  tly  knocks,  has  knocked  be  -  fore ; 
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Has    wait-ed    long,     is     wait-ing   still:     You  treat  no     oth  -   er  friend    so       ill. 
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iy^(\  "  1  e  knoxu  not  7vhal  shall  be  on  the  morrow." 

^  *  *J  A.  R.  Thomas. 

On,  do  not  let  the  word  depart. 
And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light; 

Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart: 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night  V 

2  To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight; 

This  is  the  time;  oh,  then  be  wise! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still; 

And  wdt  thou  thus  his  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will: 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

4  Our  bless^'d  Lord  refuses  none 
AVho  would  to  him  their  souls  unite; 

Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun: 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

L.  Mason. 


1.  God  calling  yet  I— shall  I  aot  hear  ?  Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear  ?  Shall  life's  swift  passin,cf  years  all  fly, 

And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie  ? 

»-0~0- 


^  <  <5  Gkig 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door: 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before; 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still: 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude!  he  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  open  hands: 
Oh,  matchless  kindness! — and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes! 

15  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine; 
Turn  out  thy  soul  enslaving  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

4  Oh,  welcome  him  the  Prince  of  Peace! 
Now  may  his  gentle  reign  increase! 
Throw  wide  the  door,  each  wdling  mind, 
And  be  his  empire  all  mankind. 

ASHWELL.    L.  M. 


"Gott  riifd  norh."       Ti-:RSTEEf;EN. 

Miss  Burthvvick,  ir 

God  calling  yet! — shall  I  not  hear? 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  1  still  hold  dear? 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  tly. 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie? 

2  God  calling  yet!— shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise. 
And  basely  his  kind  care  repay? 
He  calls  me  still:  can  I  delay? 


3  God  calling  yet!— and  shall  he  knock, 
And  I  my  heart  the  closer  lock  ? 

He  still  is  waiting  to  receive. 
And  shall  I  dare  his  Spiric  grieve? 

4  God  calling  yet! — I  cannot  stay? 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay; 

"N'ain  world,  farewell!  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart! 


GOTTSCHALK. 


Psalm  55 :  22, 


Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord; 
Lean  thou  only  on  his  word: 
Ever  will  he  be  thy  stay, 
Though  the  heavens  shall  melt  away. 

2  Ever  in  the  raging  storm, 
Thou  Shalt  see  his  cheering  form, 
Hear  his  pledge  of  coming  aid: 
"It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

3  Cast  thy  burden  at  his  feet: 
Linger  near  his  mercy-seat; 
He  will  lead  thee  by  the  hand 
Gently  to  the  better  land. 

4  He  will  gird  thee  by  his  power, 
In  thy  weary,  fainting  hour: 
Lean,  then,  loving,  on  his  word; 
Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord. 


Wesley. 


Depth  of  mercy! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  V 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear  ? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2  I  have  scorned  the  Son  of  God, 
Trampled  on  his  precious  blood, 
AVould  not  hearken  to  his  calls, 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Lord,  incline  me  to  repent: 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament — 
Deeply  my  revolt  deplore, 
AVeep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  Still  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands: 
God  is  love,  1  know,  I  feel; 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 


LACRYM^E.    7s.  31. 


1.  Heal  me,  0  my  Saviour,  heal ;  Heal  me  as     I  suppliant  kneel;  Heal  me,  and  my  pardon  seal. 


(C_#- 

mm 


-0-m-\-iZ- 


m 


3tSt 


.J^y 


bJ 


m- 


:^: 


H    ^   0- 


^qt 


33^ 


s 


^Ot>  G.  Thring. 

Heal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal; 
Heal  me  as  I  suppliant  kneel; 
Heal  me,  and  my  pardon  seal. 

2  Fresh  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made; 
Hear  the  prayers  I  oft  have  prayed, 
And  in  mercy  send  me  aid. 


3  Helpless,  none  can  help  me  now; 
Cheerless,  none  can  cheer  but  thou; 
Suppliant,  Lord,  to  thee  1  bow. 

4  Thou  the  true  physician  art; 
Thou,  O  Christ,  canst  health  impart, 
Binding  up  the  bleeding  heart. 

5  Other  comforters  are  gone; 
Thou  canst  heal,  and  thou  alone, 
Thou  for  all  mv  sin  atone. 


iConuiction  anb  Sorrow. 


WINDHAM,    li.  M. 


Daniel  Read. 


Are     not  thy   mer  -  cies   large  and  free  ■?    May     not     a    sin -ner  trust      in 
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OC  f  P-rnhn  51. 

j^i^-±  Watts. 

Show  pity,  LordI  O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live; 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  V 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  ne'er  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace; 
Great  God!  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean! 
Hereon  my  heart  the  burden  lies 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord! 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word. 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 


WARKTEK.    L.  M. 
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Psalm  51. 


-5oO  Watts. 

A  BROKEN  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 

Is  all  the  sacritice  1  bring; 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  despise 

A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

3  My  soul  lies  humble  in  the  dust, 

And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just; 

Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 

And  save  the  soul  condemned  to  die. 

3  Then  will  1  teach  the  world  thy  ways; 
Sinners  shall  learn  thy  sovereign  grace: 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood, 
And  they  shall  praise  a  pardoning  God. 

4  Oh,  may  thy  love  inspire  my  tongue! 
Salvation'shail  be  all  my  song; 

And  all  my  powers  shall  join  to  bless 
The  Lord,  my  Strength  and  Righteousness. 

Arr.  from  Rossini. 
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1.  With    bro- ken  heart    and     con-trite  sigh, 
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trembling    sin  -  ner,    Lord,  I     cry; 


OQ.£i.  Luke  18 :  13. 

^<J\y  Elven. 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  I  cry; 
Thy  pardoning  grace  is  rich  and  free: 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me! 
2  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast, 
With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  oppressed; 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea: 
O  God.  be  merciful  to  me! 


3  Far  off  I  stand  with  tearful  eyes, 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies; 
But  thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see: 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me! 

4  Nor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done, 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone; 

To  Calvary  alone  I  tlee: 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  mel 


Saluation. 
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As   near     the      cross    I 
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"i/im  2/e  have  crucified." 


Newton. 


1  SAW  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 
In  agony  and  blood, 

"Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  the  cross  1  stood. 

2  Sure,  never,  till  ray  latest  breath, 
Can  I  forget  that  look: 

It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death. 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

3  My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  guilt. 
And  plunged  me  in  despair; 

1  saw  my  sins  his  blood  had  spilt. 
And  helped  to  nail  him  there. 

4  Alas!  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 
But  now  my  tears  are  vain; 

Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid? 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain. 

5  A  second  look  he  gave  that  said, 
"I  freely  all  forgive: 

This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid; 
I  die  that  thou  may'st  live." 

€  Thus  while  his  death  my  sin  displays, 

In  all  its  blackest  hue, 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 

It  seals  my  pardon  too. 

OCC  Matt.  27  :  2&-m. 

j^<J<J  Watts. 

Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  1  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 


Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face. 
While  his  dear  cross  appears; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness. 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 

Here,  Lord,  1  give  myself  away: 
'Tis  all  that  1  can  do. 

OQQ    "  Turn  Thee  unto  me,  and  have  mercy 
.«iW<3t7  upon  me."  Anne  Steele 

O  THOU,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh; 
Whose  hand  indulgent  wipes  the  tears 

For  sorrow's  weeping  eye;— 

2  See,  Lord,  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 
A  wretched  wanderer  mourn; 

Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  face? 
Hast  thou  not  said—"  Return  ?  " 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 
To  drive  me  from  thy  feet? 

Oh,  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail. 
This  only  safe  retreat! 

4  Oh,  shine  on  this  benighted  heart. 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine! 

And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
The  sense  of  joy  divine. 


AVON.    CM. 


Bepentance. 


Hugh  Wilson. 


1.  0  thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows,  I  lift  my  soul  to  thee  i  In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes,0  Lord,  remember  me ! 
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^(\f\  "  Remember  me." 

j^*J\J  Thomas  Haweis. 

O  THOU,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  soul  to  thee; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

O  Lord,  remember  me! 
2  When  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 

My  sins  lie  heavily. 
Thy  pardon  grant,  new  peace  impart; 

Thus,  Lord,  remember  me  I 


MONMOUTH.    P.M. 


3  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way. 
And  ills  I  cannot  flee. 

Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day — 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me  I 

4  W^hen  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 
I  wait  thy  just  decree: 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath: 
Now,  Lord,  remember  me! 

Joseph  Ki.rG's  Gesangbuch. 

I       1  Fine. 


t>01  M-  Luther. 

^♦'i-  New  Cong.  H.  B., 

Out  of  the  depths  I  cry  to  thee, 
Lord  God,  oh  hear  my  wailing! 

Thy  gracious  ear  incline  to  me, 
And  make  my  prayer  availing. 

On  my  misdeeds  in  mercy  look, 

Oh  deign  to  blot  them  from  thy  book, 
Or  who  can  stand  before  thee  V 

2  Thy  sovereign  grace  and  boundless  love 
Make  thee,  6  Lord,  forgiving; 

My  purest  thoughts  and  deeds  but  prove 

Sin  in  my  heart  is;  bving: 
None  guiltless  in  thy  Fight  appear; 
All  who  approach  thy  throne  must  fear. 

And  humbly  trust  thy  mercy 

3  Thou  canst  be  merciful  while  just, — 
This  is  ray  hope's  foundation; 

On  thy  redeeming  grace  I  trust. 
Grant  me,  then,  thy  salvation. 


Shielded  by  thee,  I  stand  secure; 
Thy  word  is  Arm,  thy  promise  sure. 
And  1  rely  upon  thee. 

4  Like    those   who  watch   for   midnight's 

hour 

To  hail  the  dawning  morrow, 
I  wait  for  thee,  1  trust  thy  power, 

Unmoved  by  doubt  or  sorrow. 
So  thus  let  Israel  hope  in  thee, 
And  he  shall  find  thy  mercy  free. 

And  thy  redemption  plenteous. 

5  W'here'er  the  greatest  sins  abound, 
l>y  grace  they  are  exceeded; 

Thy  helping  hand  is  always  found 

With  aid.  where  aid  is  needed: 
Thy  hand,  the  only  hand  to  save, 
Will  rescue  Israel  from  the  grave, 
And  pardon  his  transgression. 


Saluation. 


BENEDICTUS.    S.  M. 


Chas.  H.  Morse. 


From  "  Plymouth  Hymnal  "  by  per.  Chas.  H.  Morse. 


Luke  19 :  41. 


Beddome. 
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Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 

Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 


2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
The  wondering  angels  see  ! 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul  I 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear  : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  weeping  is  not  there. 

^\jt3  Watts. 

;Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace. 

Or  wash  away  the  stain. 


STATE  STBEET. 


2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away — 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine. 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  thou  didst  bear 

"When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree. 
And  knows  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
"We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice. 
And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 


J.  C.  Woodman. 


1,  My  Father  bids  me  come,  0,  why  do  I  delay?  He  calls  the  wandering  spirit  home.  And  yet  from  Him  I  stay. 


2J-4  C.Wesley. 

My  Father  bids  me  come, 

O,  why  do  I  delay  ? 
He  calls  the  wandering  spirit  home, 

And  yet  from  him  I  stay. 

2  Father  the  hindrance  show 
"Which  1  have  failed  to  see. 

And  let  me  now  consent  to  know 
"What  keeps  me  far  from  thee. 


3  Searcher  of  hearts,  in  mine 
Thy  trying  powers  display  ; 

Into  its  darkest  corners  shine, — 
Take  every  veil  away. 

4  In  me  the  hinderance  lies  : 
The  fatal  bar  remove, 

And  let  me  see  in  sweet  surprise, 
Thy  full  redeeming  love. 


Bepentauce. 


a^*J*J  Anne  Bkonte. 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 

A  burdened  heart  1  bear; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe, 

But  1  will  not  despair. 

2  "With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  thee, 

Holy  and  mighty  as  thou  art. 
For  thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

3  I  feel  that  I  am  weak, 
And  prone  to  every  sin: 


But  thou  who  givest  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

4  I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care, 

I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

5  In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  thee; 

And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am, 
My  God  will  welcome  me. 


HOLLINGSIDE.    7s.  81. 
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Dykes. 
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1.  Sav-iour !  when, in  dust  to   thee   Low  we  bow  th' a- dor- ing  knee;  When, re- pent-ant, 
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to    the  skies  Scarce  we   lift  our    weep- ing  eyes;    Oh  I  by     all   thy     pain  and  woe 
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SuiFer'd  once  for  man  be  low,  Bending  from  thy 


throne  on  high,  Hear  our  solemn  Lit -a 

■*•■•-    K 


ny! 


d^-tz: 


:t=t=- 


:t=t:: 


OQf  I         r/(e  pniitenti(d  Plea. 

■"*-'"  Robert  Grant. 

Saviour!  when,  in  dust  to  thee 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee; 
When,  rejientant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes; 
Oh!  by  all  thy  pain  and  woe' 
Suffered  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany! 

2  By  thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  thy  life  of  want  and  tears. 
By  thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness; 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  th'  insulting  temjiter's  power. 
Turn,  oh!  turn  a  favoring  eye; 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany! 
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3  By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair; 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer; 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacritice; 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany! 

4  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan; 
By  tlie  sad  sepulchral  stone; 
By  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  (iod; 

Oh!  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord! 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  Litany! 


i 


PASCAL.    L.  M. 


Che  ithristian. 


Elvey. 
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1.  With  tear- ful     eyes     I      look     a-round;    Life  seems  a     dark    and  storm  -  y    sea; 
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Yet, 'mid  the  gloom,  I      hear     a     sound,      A  heavenly  whis- per, "Come   to     me!" 
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"  Come  unto  me."    Matt.  11: 


28-30. 
Miss  Elliott. 
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With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around ; 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea ; 
Yet,  'mid  the  gloom,  1  hear  a  sound, 

A  heavenly  whisper,  "Come  to  me!" 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ; 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee  : 
Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed. 
How  sweet  the  bidding,  "Come  to  me! " 

3  "  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ; 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee ; 

To  heaven  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 
I  am  thy  portion  ;  Come  to  me." 

4  O  Voice  of  mercy  !  Voice  of  love  I 
In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony. 

Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above  I 
And  gently  whisper,  "Come  to  me." 

juXyij  Miss  Elliott. 

Just  as  I  am  without  one  plea. 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

WOODWrORTH.    L.  M. 


r 


2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  1  come  ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

4  Just  as  I  am — poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come    to     thee,     0  Lamb  of   God,    I  come,    I 
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Be6emption. 
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Dykes. 
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bid   my  fear  de-part,  Towhom,  save  thee.who  canst  alone  For  sin  atone,Lord,  shall  I  fieeT 
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^*y*J  H.   BONAR. 

Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Speak  gladness  to  this  heart; 
They  tell  me  all  is  done; 
They  bid  my  fear  depart, 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 

2  Thy  cross,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Has  borne  the  awful  load 
Of  sins,  that  none  in  heaven 

Or  earth  could  bear  but  God. 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  1  fleeV 


-t-"-[ 


t- 1- 


-^ — ^— 


-«'— 


=^ 


I 


3  Thy  death,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 

Has  paid  the  ransom  due; 
Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 
Would  have  been  all  too  few. 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  y 

4  Thy  righteousness,  O  Christ, 

Alone  can  cover  me; 
No  righteousness  avails 

Save  that  which  is  of  thee. 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  ? 


CLYDE.    8.5.8.3. 


Sullivan. 
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1.  Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus,  Shed  on  Calva-ry ,  Shed  for  rebels,  shed  for  sinners,  Shed  for  me. 
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OvF"  Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

Shed  on  Calvary, 
Shed  for  rebels,  shed  for  sinners. 
Shed  for  me. 

2  Precious  blood,  that  hath  redeemed  us  I 
All  the  price  is  paid; 

Perfect  pardon  now  is  offered. 
Peace  is  made. 

3  Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 
Let  it  make  thee  whole; 


Let  it  flow  in  mighty  cleansing 
O'er  thy  soul. 

4  Though  thy  sins  are  red  like  crimson, 
Deep  in  scarlet  glow, 

Jesus'  precious  blood  can  make  them 
White  as  snow. 

5  Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 
Ever  flowing  free! 

O  believe  it,  0  receive  it, 
'Tis  for  thee. 


Che  ithristian. 


EliliESDIE.    8s&7s.  D. 


Arr.  from  Mozart. 

Fine. 


,    f  Je-  sus,  I   my  cross  have  taken,  All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
■  (.Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken,  (Omit )   Thou,  from  hence,  my  allshaltbe: 
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0(\-t   "Lo,  we  have  left  all."    Mark  10  :  28. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  thee; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be; 
Perish  every  fond  ambition, 

All  I"ve  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 
2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue : 

KOSEFIELD. 
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And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 
God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  scorn  me; 
Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
Oh!  "tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me; 

While  thy  love  is  left  to  me; 
Oh!  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

Rev.  C.  H.  Malan. 
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/       Once  a-gainbe-side  the  cross,  All  my  gain  I  count  but  loss!     1.  Hence,  vain  shadows!  let  me  see 

(  Earthly  pleasures  fade  away,  Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day :  J  Je-sus  crucified  for  me. 

, «__^_^_«_,^,_«,.^_,_»_^S^_«_,_,^HS«!_,-#-#-«-#--«-#Q<?-r#-#f:^-»-i-*-#-(i2— 

z-^J  -^P—P— »—#--! — m-^ l-F— •— #— ^ H ! — ^- 

-?-_4z*:i*zt-_zzTl±:=E==J4zitii:p=?zlit:=ti:^ 


I 


r-^-^- 

Phil.  3 :  7. 

DUFFIELD. 

Once  again  beside  the  cross. 
All  my  gain  I  count  but  loss: 
Earthly  pleasures  fade  away, — 
Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day: 
Hence,  vain  shadows!  let  me  see 
Jesus  crucified  for  me. 

2  From  beneath  that  thorny  crown 
Trickle  drops  of  cleansing  down; 
Pardon  from  thy  pierc(?d  hand 
Now  I  take,  while  here  I  stand: 
Only  then  1  live  to  thee. 

When  thy  wounded  side  I  see. 

3  Blessed  Saviour  !  thine  am  I, 
Thine  to  live,  and  thine  to  die; 
Height,  or  depth,  or  earthly  power 
Ne'er  shall  hide  my  Saviour  more: 
Ever  shall  my  glory  be. 

Only,  only,  only  thee! 
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0|~|*>     "Joint  heirs  ivith  Christ."     Eom.  S:  17. 
Ov/t)  Humphreys 

Blessi^d  are  the  sons  of  God! 
They  are  bought  with  Jesus'  blood; 
They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave, 
Life  eternal  they  shall  have: 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity  ! 

2  They  are  harmless,  meek,  and  mild, 
Holy,  humble,  undeflled; 

They  are  by  the  Spirit  sealed, 
They  with  love  and  peace  are  filled: 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity! 

3  They  are  lights  upon  the  earth 
Children  of  a  heavenly  birth; 
One  with  God,  with  Jesus  one, 
Glory  is  in  them  begun: 

AVith  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity! 


Consecration. 


dANCTUAHY.    8s.  7s.  D. 
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Dykes. 
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1.  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy,  Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ;  There's  a  kindness  in  his  jnstice, 

"Which  is  more  than  liberty : 
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There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner,  And  more  graces  for  the  good ;  There  is  mercy  with  the  Savionr, 

p  There  is  healing  in  his  blood, 
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*>/"!  I  "  Herein  is  love." 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 

Like  tiie  wideness  of  the  sea: 
There's  a  kindness  in  his  justice, 

Which  is  more  than  liberty: 
There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 

And  more  graces  for  the  good; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour, 

There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 


SALVATOR.    8s.  7s.  81. 
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Faber. 


2  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind: 
If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word. 
And  our  lives  would  all  be  sunshine, 

In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Goss. 
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1.  Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ;  Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ;  Joy  to  find  in  ev'ry  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear; 
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Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  |  Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine  i  Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee ! 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine? 


Lyte. 


"  I  press  toward  the  mark." 


305 

Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear: 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine; 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee: 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repined 


2  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  before  thee — 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days; 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 


WIEN.    7s 


Ihe  iChristian. 
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Arr.  from  Mendelssohn. 
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1,  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul!  Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly,  While  the  billows  nearme  roll,  While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 


Q/~k/^  "My  refuge — in  him  will  I  trust." 
OxJlJ  C.  Wesley. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soiil ! 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
AVhile  the  billows  near  me  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 

2  Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour !  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 

Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 
Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

3  Other  refuge  have  I  none, — 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 

Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone  ; 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 

4  All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 

Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


*yf\^  'Complete  in  Him  " 

*y\J4  C.Wesley. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want, 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find ; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 

2  Just  and  holy  is  thy  name  : 
I  am  all  unrighteousness  : 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am  ; 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

3  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 

4  Thou  of  life  the  foimtain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee  ; 

Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart ; 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 


HOLLINGSIDE.    7s.  8  1. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er     of    my  soul !    Let    me    to    thy  bos  -  om    fly,    WMle  the     billows 
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near     ine  roll,  While  the  tempest  still  is  high.  Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour!  hide,  Till  the  storm  of 
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ha -ven  guide;  Oh,    re-ceive  my     soul     at    last. 
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VERDUN.    1.1.1.1. 


Faith  in  il^hrist. 


Geistliches  Gesangbuch. 


1.  Great  High  Priest,  who  deign'dst  to     be  Once  the     Sac    -    ri 


:l!=g=H=S 


fice      for      me ; 


i 
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Take     this     liv  -  ing    heart     of    mine,      Lay 
-       -       -       • ~     Tg: — ,    • 


O/^C    "A  merciful  and  faithful  High  Priest." 
Ov/O  Rev.  J.  Schaffler. 

Great  High  Priest,  who  deign'dst  to  be 

Once  the  Sacritice  for  me; 

Take  this  living  heart  of  mine, 

Lay  it  on  thy  holy  shrine. 

2  Love,  I  know,  accepteth  nought, 

Save  what  thou,  O  Love,  hast  wrought, 

Offer  thou  my  sacrifice, 

IClse  to  God  it  cannot  rise; 

'.i  Slay  in  me  the  wayward  will, 

Earthly  sense  and  passion  kill, 


DEDHAM.    CM. 


Tear  self-love  from  out  my  heart, 
Though  it  cost  me  bitter  smart. 

4  Kindle,  Mighty  Love,  the  pyre, 
Quick  consume  me  in  thy  tire. 
Fain  were  I  of  self  bereft, 

K ought  but  thee  within  me  left. 

5  So  may  God,  the  Righteous,  brook, 
On  my  sacrifice  to  look, 

In  whose  sight  no  gift  has  worth, 
Save  a  Christ-like  life  on  earth, 

Wm.  Gardiner. 


0\JiJ  G.  W.  DoANE 

Thou  art  the  Way:  to  thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  tiee; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek. 

Must  seek  him,  Lord,  by  thee. 
2  Thou  art  the  Truth:  thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 

And  purify  the  heart. 


3  Thou  art  the  Life:  the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm, 

And  those  who*  i)ut  their  trust  in  thee 
iS^or  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life: 
Grant  us  that  way  to  know, 

That  truth  to  keep,  that  life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  tlow. 


lUhe  Christian. 


COWPER.    C.  M. 


L.  Mason. 


a  foun  -  tain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Im-man-  uel's     veins ; 
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sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood.  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,  Lose  all  their  guilt-y  stains. 


B 


Q"j/"fc    "  A  fountain  opened."    Zech.XZ 

«->A^  COWPER 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Urawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 
2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  1,  though  vile  as  he, 

Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

HOCK  OF  AGES.    7s.  61. 


3  Dear,  dying  Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power. 

Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  Since  first,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

DVKES. 


Let  me  hide  my-self  in 


s^i 
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thee ;  Let  the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood, 


From  thy  riv  -  en  side  that  flowed.   Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ;  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  pow'r. 
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O-j  -j     "  That  Rock  was  Chrint."    1  Cor.  in  :  4. 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 

From  thy  riven  side  that  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure; 

Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

2  Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow — 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone: 
Thou  must  fcive,  and  thou  alone! 
Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
AVhen  1  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne,- 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

OL^  R.  Manx. 

Son  of  God,  to  thee  I  cry: 
By  the  holy  mystery 


I       I      I       I 

Of  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth, 
By  thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  in  me. 

2  Lamb  of  God,  to  thee  I  cry: 
By  thy  bitter  agony, 

By  thy  pangs  to  us  unknown, 
By  thy  spirit's  parting  groan, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  to  me. 

3  Prince  of  life,  to  thee  1  cry: 
By  thy  glorious  majesty. 

By  thy  triumph  o"er  the  grave, 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save, 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see. 
Manifest  thyself  to  me. 

4  Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high- 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky. 

With  thy  love  my  bosom  fill, 
Prompt  me  to  perform  thy  will; 
Then  thv  glory  I  shall  see. 
Thou  wilt  bring  me  home  to  the«4- 


ADORO.    L.  ir.  51. 


J.  Barnby. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  my    God,  my     All,     Hear  me  blest  Sav  -  iour,  when      I       call 
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Hear  me,  and  from    thy      dwell-ing  place     Pour  down  the  rich  -   es       of      thy  grace. 


!       ! 

Je  -  sus,  my  Lord, 


thee 


dore: 
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Oh,  make  me   love    thee    more  and  more. 
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0X0  H.  Collins. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All, 
Hear  me,  blest  Saviour,  when  1  call; 
Hear  me,  and  from  thy  dwelling  place 
Pour  down  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore: 
Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more. 

2  Jesus,  too  late  I  thee  have  sought: 
How  can  1  love  thee  as  1  ought  V 
And  how  extol  thy  matchless  fame, 
The  glorious  beauty  of  thy  name  ? 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  1  thee  adore: 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more. 

3  Jesus,  what  didst  thou  lind  in  me, 
That  thou  hast  dealt  so  lovingly? 

How  great  the  joy  that  thou  hast  brought, 
So  far  exceeding  hope  or  thought. 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore: 
Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more. 

4  Jesus,  of  thee  shall  be  my  song, 
To  thee  my  heart  and  soul  belong: 
All  that  1  have  or  am  is  thine, 

And  thou,  blest  Saviour,  thou  art  mine. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore: 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more. 


♦^i-i  F.  W.  Faber. 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All! 

How  can  1  love  thee  as  1  ought  V 
And  how  revere  this  wondrous  gift. 

So  far  surpassing  hope  or  thought? 
Jesus,  my  Lord  I  1  thee  adore: 
O  make  me  love  thee  more  and  morel 

2  O  earth,  grow  Howers  beneath  his  feet! 
And  thou,  O  sun,  shine  bright  this  day! 

He  comes!  he  comes!  O  heaven  on  earth! 

Our  Jesus  comes  upon  his  way. 
Jesus,  my  Lord!  1  thee  adore: 
O  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more! 

3  He  comes!  he  comes!  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
Borne  on  his  throne  triumphantly! 

We  see  thee,  and  we  know  thee.  Lord! 

And  yearn  to  shed  our  blood  for  thee! 
Jesus,  my  Lord!  I  thee  adore: 
O  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more! 

4  Our  hearts  leap  up;  our  trembling  song 
Grows  faniter  still,  we  can  no  more, 

Silence!  and  let  us  weep — and  die 

Of  very  love,  while  we  adore. 
Jesus,  my  Lord!  I  thee  adore: 
O  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more! 


IThe  Christian. 


ST.  AMBROSE,  No.  2.    6.  6. 4.  6.  6.  6.  4. 


W.  H.  Monk. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up    to  thee,  Thou    Lamb  of    Cal  -  va  -  ry,     Sav-iour    di-vinel   Now 


hear  me  while  I  pray;  Take  all  my  guilt  a-way;    Oh,  let  me  from  this  day,  |Be  whol-ly  thine! 
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"Looking  unto  Jesus." 


*jl-0  "  Ray  Palmkr. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  Divine! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away; 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day, 

Be  wholly  thine! 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, — 

My  zeal  inspire! 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be — 

A  living  lire! 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
!Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  soul' 

OLIVET.    6s&4s. 
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0"g  f\      "  Jesus,  my  Lord  .'" 

*y-M-y9  James  G.  Deck. 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love, 
All  other  names  above, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
Oh,  thou  art  all  to  me! 
Nothing  to  please  1  see, 
Nothing  apart  from  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 

2  Thou,  blessed  Son  of  God, 
Hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
Oh,  how  great  is  thy  love, 
All  other  loves  above, 
Love  that  I  daily  prove, 

Jesus,  my  Lord!  j 

3  When  imto  thee  I  flee. 
Thou  wilt  my  refuge  be, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
What  need  I  now  to  fear? 
What  earthly  grief  or  care, 
Since  thou  art  ever  near, 

Jesus,  my  Lord '? 

4  Soon  thou  wilt  come  again! 
1  shall  be  happy  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
Then  thine  own  face  I'll  see, 
Then  I  shall  like  thee  be. 
Then  evermore  with  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up    to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal 
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L .  Mason. 


va-ry,     Sav-  iour  di 


Now  hear  me 


while    I  pray;  Take   all  my  guilt    a-way ;   Oh,   let  me  from  this  day.  Be  whol  -  ly      thine ! 
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Jaith  in  Christ. 


RAPHAEL.    C.  M. 


Arr.  from  L'ONiiiETTi. 
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1.  I've  found   the  pearl     of   great-  est     price;  My     heart   doth  sing      for     joy; 


And  sing       I     must,     for  Christ     is       mine— Christ  shall  my     song     em  -  ploy 
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Q"l  T        "  Complete  in  Him."— Col.  2  :  10. 

OX  4  J.Mason. 

I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price; 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy; 
And  sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine^ 

Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

2  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
A  Prophet  full  of  light, 

My  great  High-Priest  before  the  throne. 
My  King  of  heavenly  might. 

3  For  he  indeed  is  Lord  of  lords, 
And  he  the  King  of  kings; 

He  is  the  Sun  of  righteousness, 
With  healing  in  his  wings. 

4  Christ  is  my  Peace;  he  died  for  me, 
For  me  he  gave  his  blood; 

And  as  my  wondrous  Sacrifice, 
Ottered  himself  to  God. 

5  Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  all. 
My  Comfort  and  my  Love, 

My  Life  below,  and  he  shall  be 
My  Joy  and  Crown  above. 


'>"g  C     "  M'hoiii  haviu'i  not  seen,  ye  love."  —\  Pet.  1:8. 
OXO  '  Ray  Palmer. 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 

That  radiant  form  of  thine  I 
The  vail  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 

Thy  blessed  face  and  mine! 

2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not, 
Yet  art  thou  oft  with  me; 

And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot. 
As  where  1  meet  with  thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  un- 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll,         [sought. 

Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone: 

1  love  thee,  dearest  Lord  I — and  will. 
Unseen,  but  not  unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal. 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 

The  rending  vail  shall  thee  reveal. 
All  glorious  as  thou  art! 


BEMERTON.    CM. 


Greatoeex. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  these  eyes   have    nev  -  er     seen 
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KEPOSE.    L.  M. 


Che  iThristian. 


F.  R.  Statham. 


*yj-*J  Watts. 

Nature,  with  open  volume,  stands 

To  spread  her  Maker's  praise  abroad; 
And  every  labor  of  his  hands 

Shows  something  worthy  of  a  God. 
2  I^ut,  in  the  grace  that  rescued  man, 

His  brightest  form  of  glory  shines; 
Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn 

In  precious  blood,  and  crimson  lines. 

UXBRIDGE.    li.  M, 


3  Oh.  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross 

Where  my  Redeemer  loved  and  died! 
Her  noblest  life  my  spirit  draws 
From   his  dear  "wounds  and  bleeding 
side. 

4  I  would  forever  speak  his  name 

In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown; 
With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 

L.  Mason. 


On   which  to    rest  for 


1.  There    is    none  oth  -  er   name  than  thine, 


sins  for  -  giv'n- 
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For    peace  with  God,  for  hope 
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heav'n, 


»>»>/^         '-yunc  other  yiaiiic."    Ads -i:  VI. 

There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
Jehovah  Jesus!  Name  divine! 
On  which  to  rest  for  sins  forgiven — 
For  peace  with  God,  for  hope  of  heaven. 
2  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine 


3t>-j  Mark  8  :  5S.— Rom.  1 :  16. 

^^ -L  Grigg. 

Jesus!  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee? 
Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
AVhose  glories  shine  through  endless  days? 
2  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  that  dear  friend 


When  cares,  and  fears,  and  griefs  are  mine,   On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend! 


That,  with  a  gracious  power,  can  heal 
Each  care,  and  fear,  and  grief  I  feel. 

3  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
When  called  my  spirit  to  resign. 

To  bear  me  through  that  latest  strife, 
And  even  in  death  to  be  my  life. 

4  Name,  above  every  name!  thy  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days: 
Jehovah  Jesus!  Name  divine! 

Rock  of  Salvation!  thou  art  mine. 


No,  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  yes,  I  may. 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away. 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fear  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

4  Till  then — nor  is  ray  boasting  vain — 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And,  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be. 

That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 


ZEPHYR.    li.  M. 


Delight  in  ithrist. 


W.  B.  Bkadbuky. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  thou  Joy     of 
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lov  -  ing  hearts  I  Thou  Fount  of     Life !     thou  Light   of    men ! 
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From    the  best  bliss    that  earth    im  -  parts,     We  turn  un- filled    to     thee      a   -    gain. 
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QQO  Latin,  15th  Cent. 

^^*J  J.  M.  Neale,  /r. 

O  LOVE !  how  deep,  how  broad,  how  high, 
How  passing  thought  and  fantasy, 
That  God,  the  Son  of  God,  should  take 
Our  mortal  form  for  mortals'  sake. 

2  He  sent  no  angel  to  our  race, 
Of  higher  or  of  lower  place, 

But  wore  the  robe  of  human  frame 
And  he  himself  to  this  world  came. 

3  For  us  to  wicked  men  betrayed,  [rayed, 
Scourged,  mocked,  in  crown  of  thorns  ar- 
For  us  he  bore  the  cross's  death. 

For  us  at  length  gave  up  his  breath. 

4  For  us  he  rose  from  death  again. 
For  us  he  went  on  high  to  reign, 
For  us  he  sent  his  Spirit  here 

To  guide,  to  strengthen,  and  to  cheer. 

Arr.  from  Eberweix. 


Qf>f>  "  Jcsii,  dulcedo  cordium."        Bernard. 

O.^^  Ray  Palmer,  ir. 

Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts  I 
Thou  Fount  of  Life  !  thou  Light  of  men! 

From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts, 
We  turn  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  has  ever  stood ; 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  thee  call : 

To  them  that  seek  thee  thou  art  good, 
To  them  that  find  thee — All  in  all ! 

3  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee, 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast; 

Glad,  when  thy  gracious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 

4  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay, 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away. 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light  I 

VALENTIA.    C.  M. 
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001  "  Jcsfi  didcis  memoria.'"         Bernard. 
*^^'t:  E.  Caswall,  ir. 

Jesus  !  the  very  thought  of  thee 
With  gladness  fills  my  breast; 

But  dearer  far  thy  face  to  see. 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 
Nor  can  the  memory  find 

A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 
O  Joy  of  all  the  meek  ! 

To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  ! 

4  And  those  who  find  thee,  find  a  bliss 
Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  •• 


The  love  of  Jesus — what  it  is 
None  but  his  loved  ones  knowl 

OrtK  "  Jesii  rex  admirabilis."         Bernard. 

*J^^  E.  Caswall, /r 

O  Jesus  !  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned ; 
Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 

In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! 

2  May  every  heart  confess  thy  name, 
And  ever  thee  adore  ; 

And,  seeking  thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

3  Thee  may  our  tongues  forever  bless ; 
Thee  may  we  love  alone  ; 

And  ever  in  our  lives  express 
The  image  of  thine  own. 


Che  ithristian. 


BRADFORD.     C.  M. 


Arr.  from  Handel. 
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Q  O^    "Ever  liveth  to  make  intercession." 
Oj^XJ  C.  Wesley. 

1  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives, 
And  ever  prays  for  me: 

A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

2  I  And  him  lifting  up  my  head; 
He  brings  salvation  near: 

His  presence  makes  me  free  indeed, 
And  he  will  soon  appear. 
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3  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word; 
1  steadfastly  believe 

Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me.  Lord, 
And  to  thyself  receive. 

4  AVhen  God  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 
Of  paradise  possessed, 

I  taste  unutterable  bliss, 
And  everlasting  rest. 


ST.  JOHN'S  COLLEGE.    C.  M. 


Garrett. 
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*y^  4  C.  F.  Alexander. 

The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up. 
The  doors  are  opened  wide; 

The  King  of  glory  is  gone  up 
Unto  his  Father's  side. 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  before  us,  Lord, 

To  make  for  us  a  place, 
That  we  may  be  where  now  thou  art. 

And  look  upon  thy  face. 


3  Lift  up  our  hearts,  lift  up  our  minds, 
Let  thy  dear  grace  be  given, 

That  while  we  wander  here  below. 
Our  treasure  be  in  heaven; 

4  That  where  thou  art  at  God's  right  hand, 
Our  hope,  our  love  may  be: 

Dwell  thou  in  us.  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  thee. 


Delight  in  Christ. 


ST.  PETER'S,  OXFORD.    C.  M. 


A.  R.  Reinagle. 
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Unto  you  wliich  believe  He  is  precioua." 

Newton. 
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KoAV  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  earl 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  "his  wounds, 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 

"Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought; 

But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I'll  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

4  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim, 
With  every  fleeting  breath; 

And  may  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

ST.  AGNES.    CM. 
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Of>0  "  Elect,  precioiia." 

^J'^^y  DoDDRIDGE_ 

Jesus!  I  love  thy  charming  name; 

'Tis  music  to  mine  ear; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 

That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  All  that  my  loftiest  powers  can  wish, 
In  thee  doth  ricldy  meet; 

Not  to  mine  eyes  is  "light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

3  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  there — 

The  noblest  balm  of  all  my  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  my  care. 

4  I'll  speak  the  honors  of  thy  name 
With  my  last  laboring  breath; 

Then,  speechless,  clasp  thee  in  mine  arms, 
The  Conqueror  of  death. 


Dykes. 
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1,  0  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art  Of  angel  worlds  above  |  Thy  name  is  music  to  the  heart,  Enchanting  it  with  love. 
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Bernard  of  Clairvaux. 
E.  Caswall,  tr. 

O  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art 

Of  angel  worlds  above; 
Thy  name  is  music  to  the  heart, 

Enchanting  it  with  love. 

2  Celestial  sweetness  unalloyed, 
Who  eat  thee  hunger  still; 

Who  drink  of  thee  still  feel  a  void 
Which  only  thou  canst  fill. 

3  O  most  sweet  Jesus,  hear  the  sighs 
Which  unto  thee  we  send; 
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To  thee  our  inmost  spirit  cries, 
Our  being's  hope  and  end! 

4  Stay  with  us,  Lord,  and  with  thy  light 
Illume  tlie  soul's  abyss; 

Scatter  the  darkness  of  our  night, 
And  fill  the  world  with  bliss. 

5  O  Jesus,  spotless  virgin-flower, 
Our  love  and  joy,  to  thee 

Be  praise,  beatitude,  and  power. 
Through  all  eternity. 


Che  iDhristian. 
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Q  »>"|  "  CVito  Him  he  glory." 

•JOX  C.  Wesley. 

On  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  gracel 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim. 

To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus!  the  name  that  calms  our  fears, 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease — 

'Tis  music  to  my  ravished  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  lie  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean: 
His  blood  availed  for  me! 


*>Qi>        "  He  set  my  feel  upon  a  rock." 

OOj^  Watts. 

Arise,  my  soul!  my  joyful  powers. 

And  triumph  in  my  God; 
Awake,  my  voice!  and  loud  proclaim 

His  glorious  grace  abroad. 

2  The  arms  of  everlasting  love 
Beneath  my  soul  he  placed. 

And  on  the  Rock  of  Ages  set 
My  slippery  footsteps  fast. 

3  The  city  of  my  blest  abode 
Is  walled  around  with  grace; 

Salvation  for  a  bulwark  stands, 
To  shield  the  sacred  place. 

4  Arise,  my  soul!  awake,  my  voicel 
And  tunes  of  pleasure  sing; 

Loud  hallelujahs  shall  address 
My  Saviour  and  my  King. 


KENT.    C.  M. 


MORNINGTON. 
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iBratitu6e  anb  Praise. 


ARIEL.    8.  8.6.  61. 


A  rr.  from  Mozart  by  L.  Mason. 
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1.  Oh,  could  I    speakthe  matchless  worth,  Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth  Which  in  my  Saviour  shine! 
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I'd  soar,  and  touch  the  heav'nly  strings,  1 
And      vie  with  Gabriel,  while    he  sines /In     notes    al-mostdi- vine,     In  notes  al-most     di  -  vine. 
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*>»>♦>         ".1  new  song."— Rev.  5  :  9. 

000  Medley. 

On,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  1  sound  the  glories  forth 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine! 
I'd  soar,  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings. 
And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 
2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt. 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine: 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all  perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

RAVENDALE.    8.8.6.61. 
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3  I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears, 

Exalted  on  his  throne: 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Soon  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  his  face; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  l^rother.  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend. 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 

W.  Stokes. 
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Ithirst.I  faint,      I   die  to  prove  The  greatness  of  reedeeminglove,— The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 


*>Q  I     "Love — which  passeth  knowledge." 
OO-db  C.  Wesley. 

0  LOVE  divine!  how  sweet  thou  art! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee? 

1  thirst,  I  faint,  1  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, — 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

2  Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable; 

The  lirst-born  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length  and  breadth  and  height. 


3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God; 
Oh  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor,  stony  heart! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine: 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine — 

lie  mine  this  better  part. 

4  Oh  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 

In  transport  at  my  Saviour's  feetl 

Be  this  my  happy  choice; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 
To  hear  my  Saviour's  voice. 


vox  DILECTI. 
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Che  ithristian. 


Q Q  K     Mall.  1 1  :  2?,.— John  7  : 

OOt^  BONAR. 

1  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
"Come  unto  me  and  rest; 

Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 
Thy  head  upon  my  breast:" 

2  I  came  to  Jesus  as  1  was, 
Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad; 

I  found  in  him  a  resting-place, 
And  he  has  made  me  glad. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
"Behold,  1  freely  give 

The  living  water!  thirsty  one 
Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live:" 

EDWARD.    CM. 
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4  I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream: 

My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 
And  now  1  live  in  him. 

5  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
"I  am  this  dark  world's  light: 

Look  unto  me;  thy  morn  shall  rise, 
And  all  thy  day  be  bright: " 

6  I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  1  found 
In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun; 

And  in  that  light  of  life  Til  walk 
Till  all  my  journey's  done. 

W.  B.  CirAMHERLAIN. 
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AUDITE.    C.  M,  81. 

Voices  III  Unison. 
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0*>/^    "His  grace  ivas  not  in  rain." 


1  Cor.V-<:  10. 

NrwroN. 


Amazing  grace!— how  sweet  the  soundl^ 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me: 

1  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found, 
Was  blind,  but  now  1  see. 

2  'Twas  grace  that  taugh^  my  heart  to  fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved: 

How  precious  did  that  grace  appear. 
The  hour  I  lirst  believed! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 
1  have  already  come; 

'Tis  grace  has  l»rought  me  safe  thus  far, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  be  adored. 

Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord. 


*f0  4  G.  W.  Eethunk. 

0  Jesus,  when  I  think  of  thee, 
Thy  manger,  cross,  and  throne. 

My  spirit  trusts  exultingly 
.   In  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

2  I  see  thee  in  thy  weakness  first; 
Then,  glorious  "from  thy  shame, 

1  see  thee  death's  strong  fetters  burst. 
And  reach  heaven's  mightiest  name. 

3  O  let  me  share  thy  holy  birth, 
Thy  faith,  thy  deatli  to  sin, 

And,  strong  amidst  the  toils  of  earth. 
My  heavenly  life  begin. 

4  Then  shall  1  know  what  means  the  strain 
Of  thy  good  servant  Paul 

"To  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain;*' 
"  Christ  is  my  all  in  all."' 


iThe  ithristian. 


SILVEB  STBEET.    S.  M. 


Isaac  Smith. 


QOQ      "  By  grace  are  ye  saved" 

OOO  "  Doddridge. 

GraceI  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear: 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 
To  save  rebellious  man; 

And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
AVhich  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 
Through  everlasting  days; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


Adoption. 


Watts. 
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Behold!  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  hath  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race. 

To  call  them  sons  of  God! 

2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made; 

But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
AVe  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 

May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin. 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father!  cry, 
And  thou  the  kindred  own 
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PASTOR  BONUS.    S.  M,  D. 
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Caldicott 
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1.  I  was  a  wand'ring  sheep,  I  did  not  love  the  fold,  I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice,  I  would  not  be  controlled. 
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I    wasa  wavwardchild;    I  did  not  love  my  home;  I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice;  I  loved  afar  to  roam. 


*>  J_/\    "  ^s  s/icep  going  astray." — 1  Pet. 

I  WAS  a  wandering  sheep, 

1  did  not  love  tiie  told, 
1  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

1  would  not  be  controlled. 
I  was  a  wayward  child; 

I  did  not  love  my  home; 

1  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice; 
1  loved  afar  to  roam. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep. 
The  Father  sought  his  child, 

He  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild: 

He  found  me  nigh  to  death, 
F'amished  and  faint,  and  lone; 

He  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love; 
He  saved  the  wandering  one. 

LEBANON.    S.  M.  D. 


BONAR. 


3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 
'Twas  he  that  loved  my  soul, 

'Twas  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 
'Twas  he  that  make  me  whole; 

'Twas  he  that  sought  the  lost, 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 

'Twas  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
'Tis  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

4  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 
I  would  not  be  controlled; 

But  now  I  love  the  Shepherd's  voice, 

1  love,  1  love  the  fold; 
1  was  a  wayward  child, 

1  once  preferred  to  roam; 
Jjut  now  1  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  1  love  his  home. 

John  Zvndel. 
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1.  I   was    a  wand'ring  sheep,  I    did   not  love  the  fold,    I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
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D.S.—l    did  not  love  my  Father's  voice; 

D.S. 


I  would  not  be    con -trolled.      I    was     a  wayward   child;      I     did   not  love  my   home; 


I   loved  a -far     to 


Che  iChristian. 


ALSTONE 


Christopher  E.  Willing. 
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He     just-   ly  claims  a      song  from  me:     .His       lev  -  ing-kind-ness,      oh,    how    free! 
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*\A_\  Psalm  36  :  7. 

0"x:i  Medley. 

Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 
And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me: 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  freel 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall. 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate: 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great! 

3  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud. 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood: 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good! 

4  Soon  shall  1  pass  the  gloomy  vale: 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail; 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death! 


O  1  *^  "The  Songof  Songs." 

*^"4-*^  James  Montgomery. 

Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs, — 
The  saints  in  heaven  began  the  strain — 

The  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs; 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 

2  Slain  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 
To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain, 

And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God — 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain! " 

3  To  him,  enthroned  by  filial  right. 

All  power  in  heaven  and  earth  proclaim, 
Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might: 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 

4  Long  as  we  live,  and  when  we  die, 
And  while  in  heaven  with  him  we  reign; 

This  song,  our  song  of  songs  shall  be: 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain!" 


LOVING-KINDNESS.    L.  M. 
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1.  Awake,  my  soul,  to  joy-fnl  lays.  And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise  ;Hej-ustly  claims  a  song  from  me; 
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Refrain  (for  Hvran  341).  [La.st  line  of  each  stanza.] 


His  lov-ing  kindness,  oh,  how  free'  Lov-ing-kindness,  lo  7-ing-kindness,  His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 
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iBratitube  an6  Praise. 


DEMUTH.    L.  M. 


J  P.  Morgan. 
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1.  Je  -  susi   thy    blood  and  right-eous-ness     My     beau  -  ty     are,   my    glorious  dress; 
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'Mid     flam- ing  worlds,  in    these  ar  -  rayed,  With   joy    shall    I      lift     up     my    head. 


343 


"  Ye  hare  put  on  Clirid. 
.Gal.  3  •  27. 


ZiNZINDORF. 

J    Wesley,  ir. 


Jesus  I  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress; 
'Mid  rtaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
AVith  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 


3  In  thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found,— 
It  riows  from  every  streaming  wound, — 
Whose  power  our  inbred  sin  controls. 
Breaks  the  firm  bond,  and  frees  our  souls. 


2  When  from  the  dust  of  earth  I  rise 
To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies; 
Ev'n  then  shall  this  be  all  my  plea: 
"Jesus  hath  lived  and  died  for  me." 


4  Now  in  the  Father's  glory  high, 
Great  Conqueror!  never  mcSre  to  die. 
Us  by  thy  mighty  power  defend. 
And  reign  through  ages  without  end. 


8  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears, 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, — 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

4  Oh,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice, 
Now  bid  thy  banished  ones  rejoice; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress— 
Jesus!  thy  blood  and  righteousness! 


344 


Rex  Christe,  Factor  omnium.' 


O  Christ!  our  King,  Creator,  Lord! 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  thy  word! 
To  them  who  seek  thee  ever  near, 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  thine  ear. 


34 


Sarum. 
J.  M    Nkale,  tr. 


Oil,  wondrous  type,  oh,  vision  fair 
Of  glory  that  the  church  shall  share, 
Which  Christ  upon  the  mountain  shows. 
Where  brighter  than  the  sun  He  glows. 

2  From  age  to  age  the  tale  declare. 
How  with  the  three  disciples  there, 
Where  Moses  and  Elias  meet. 

The  Lord  holds  converse  high  and  sweet. 

3  With  shining  face  and  bright  array, 
Christ  deigns  to  manifest  to-day 
AVhat  glory  shall  be  theirs  above, 
Who  joy  in  God  with  perfect  love. 


2  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night; 
Yet  thou  hast  veiled  in  flesh  thy  light, 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, 
A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 


4  And  faithful  hearts  are  raised  on  high 
By  this  great  vision's  mystery; 
For  which  in  joyful  strains  \ve  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  the  hymn  of  praise. 


EATHBUN.    88&7S. 


Che  iChristian. 


I.  CONKEY. 


Tow'r-ing    o'er     the    wrecks  of   time; 


All 


the  light     of      sa    -    cred    sto  -  ry,        Gath  -  ers  round    its    head     sub  -  lime. 


BOWRING. 
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In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wreclvs  of  time; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story, 
Gathers  rotmd  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me; 
Lol  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 

4  Jiane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure. 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified : 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


*>  I  "7  Luke  15. 

*>"*  *  F.  S.  Key. 

Praisk,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee, 
Wretched  wanderer,  far  astray; 

Found  thee  lost,  and  kindly  brought  thee 
From  the  paths  of  death  away. 

2  Praise,  with  love's  devoutest  feeling, 
Him  who  saw  thy  guilt-born  fear. 

And,  the  light  of  hope  revealing, 
Bade  the  blood-stained  cross  appear. 

3  Lord,  my  deep,  my  ardent  feeling 
Vainly  would  my  lips  express: 

Lord,  before  thy  footstool  kneeling, 
Deign  thy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless, 

4  Let  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure, 
Love's  piu'e  tlame  within  me  raise; 

And  since  words  can  never  measure,  ■ 
Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise. 


BARTIMEUS.    8s  &  7s. 

-4- 


Stkphen  Jenks. 


1.  Lord,  I  know  thy  grace  is  nigh  me,Tho'  thyself  I  cannot  see ;  Jesus,  Master,  pass  not  by  me,  Son  of  David,  pity  me ! 
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O/IO   "  He  received  his  sight."    Mark  h) :  F)2. 
^'±<J  H,  D.  Ganse. 

Lord,  I  know  thy  grace  is  nigh  me, 
Though  thyself  1  cannot  see; 

Jestis,  Master,  pass  not  by  me, 
Son  of  David,  pity  me! 

2  While  I  sit  in  weary  blindness, 
Longing  for  the  blessed  light. 

Many  taste  thy  loving-kindness: 
Lord,  I  would  receive  my  sight. 

3  I  would  see  thee  and  adore  thee. 
And  thy  word  the  power  can  give; 


Hear  the  sightless  sotil  implore  thee: 
Let  me  see  thy  face  and  live. 

4  Ah,  what  tottch  is  this  that  thrills  me? 
What  this  burst  of  strange  delight? 

Lo,  the  rapturous  vision  fills  me' 
This  is  Jesus!  this  is  sight! 

5  Room,  ye  saints  that  throng  behind  himi 
Let  me  follow  in  the  way; 

I  will  teach  the  blind  to  tiiid  him 
Who  can  turn  their  night  to  day. 


iBratitube  an6  Praise. 


TKUST.    8s.  7s. 


Arr.  from  Mendelssohn, 
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1.  Come,  thou   Fount  of       ev   -  'ry    bless  -  ing,      Tune  my    heart     to       sing    thy  grace; 
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Streams  of     mer  -   cy,       nev  -  er     ceas  -  ing 
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O  JQ  JJp/i.  2:  4-8. 

O'it^  R.  Robinson, 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 

Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise: 
2  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

CROSS.    8s,  7s, 


Call      for  songs 
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loud 
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est  praise: 
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3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 

Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 

4  Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it; 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love; 

Here's  my  heart;  oh,  take,  and  seal  it;- 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above! 


1.  Lord,  with  glow- ing  heart     I'd  praise  thee     For   the    bliss   '^-j    love   be  -  stows; 


For     the     par -doning  grace    that  saves  me,     And      the     peace  that   from    it    flows: 
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Grace. 

Francis  S.  Key. 

Lord,  with  glowing  heart  I'd  praise  thee 

For  the  bliss  thy  love  bestows; 
For  the  pardoning  grace  that  saves  me, 

And  the  peace  that  from  it  flows: 
2  Help,  O  God.  my  weak  endeavor, 

This  dull  soul  to  rapture  raise; 
Thou  must  light  the  tlame,  or  never 

Can  my  soul  be  warmed  in  praise. 


3  Lord,  this  bosom's  ardent  feeling 
Vainly  would  my  lips  express: 

Low  before  thy  footstool  kneeling. 
Deign  thy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless; 

4  Let  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure, 
Love's  pure  flame  within  me  raise; 

And,  since  words  can  never  measure, 
Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise. 


Zhe  il^hristian. 


AUBUKNDALE.    6.6.6.6.8.8. 


SVI.i.IVAN. 


1.  Ccme,  ev-'ry     pi-ous  heart  That  ioves  the  Saviour's  name,  Your  noblest  pow'rs  exert  Tocele  - 
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a-bove,  and  all  be-low,  The  debt  of  love  to 
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you      owe. 
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II 


0»JJL  S.  Stennett. 

Com;:,  every  pious  heart 

That  loves  the  Saviour's  name, 
Your  noblest  i)0\vers  exert 

To  celebrate  his  fame: 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below, 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 
2  He  left  his  starry  crown. 

And  laid  his  robes  aside; 
On  wings  of  love  came  down. 

And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died  I 
What  he  endured,  oh,  who  can  tell? 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell! 

WARSAW.    H.  M. 


3  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 
The  mansion  of  the  dead; 

And  thence  his  mighty  foes 

In  glorious  triumph  led: 
Up  through  the  sky  the  Conqueror  rode, 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour-God. 

4  From  thence  he"ll  quickly  come — 
His  chariot  will  not  stay — 

And  bear  our  spirits  home 

To  realms  of  endless  day: 
There  shall  we  see  his  lovely  face, 
And  ever  be  in  his  embrace. 


TnoMAS  Clark. 


BEHTHOLD,    7s.es 
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iBratitube  anb  Praise. 
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B.  Tours. 
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1,  When,  his  salvation  bringing,  To  Zioa  Je?ns  came,  The  children  all  stood  singing  Ho  -  san-na  to  his    name ; 
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Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him ;  Bnt,  as  he  rode  a-long.  He  let  them  still  attend  him,  And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 
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3,"^  »>   "  Ilosanna  to  the  Son  of  Da  vid. " 
•Jw  Jl/fi«.  21:L>-16.  John  King. 

When,  his  salvation  bringing, 

To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  otfend  him; 

But,  as  he  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  a:t-^nd  him. 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 
2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still, 
Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavtnly  hill, 

SALVATION.    7s.  6s. 

itr.!2r 


We'll  flock  around  his  banner, 

We'll  bow^  before  his  throne. 
And  cry  aloud,  Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Son! 
3  For,  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise. 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  hosannas  raise: 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of'our  words? 
Nol  while  our  hearts  are  tender. 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's. 

Mozart. 
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Nor    did  their  zeal  of-  fend  him;    But, 
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He    let  them  still  at-tend  him.  And  smiled  to  hear  their  sone. 
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HENDON.    7s. 


Hhe  ithristian. 


1.  Bless-ed     foun-  tain  full     of    grace  I  Grace  for  sin  -  ners,  grace  for  me  I    To  this  source  a 
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O  •?'0   "  Vie  fountain  of  lifer— P.<almZG:  9. 

Blessed  fountain  full  of  grace! 

Grace  for  sinners,  grace  for  me! 
To  this  source  alone  1  trace, 

AVhat  1  am,  and  hope  to  be. 

2  What  I  am,  as  one  redeemed. 
Saved  and  rescued  by  the  Lord; 

Hating  what  1  once  esteemed, 
Loving  what  I  once  abhorred. 

3  What  I  hope  to  be  ere  long, 
When  1  take  my  place  above. 

When  1  join  the  heavenly  throng, 
When  1  see  the  God  of  Love. 

4  Then  I  hope  like  him  to  be 

Who  redeemed  his  saints  from  sin, 
AVhom  1  now  obscurely  see. 

Through  a  vail  that  stands  between. 


artf  Psaim  23. 

*J~t  Merrick. 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large, 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge; 
And  my  couch,  with  tenderest  care, 
'Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

2  When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
Thou  Shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 

To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow, 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  tlow. 

3  Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread. 

By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread. 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

4  Constant  to  my  latest  end. 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend: 
Thou  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 


SEYMOUR.    7s. 
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Von  Weber. 
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■,    /Ev  -  er  -  last-ing  arms  of    love    Are  be-neath,  a-round,  a  -  bove ; 

'■He  who  left  his  throne  of  light,  [Omit ]     And  nn- numbered  an-gels  bright! 
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3Tt  TL  ''The  same,  yesterday,  to-day,  and  forever." 
*J*J  Macduff. 

Everlasting  arms  of  love 
Are  beneath,  around,  above: 
He  who  left  his  throne  of  light, 
And  unnumbered  angels  bright; 

2  He  who  on  th'  accursed  tree 
Gave  his  precious  life  for  me — 
He  it  is  that  bears  me  on, 

His  the  arm  I  lean  upon, 

3  He  who  wields  creation's  rod. 
He  my  Brother,  yet  my  God; 


Faithful  he,  whate'er  betide, 
Is  my  everlasting  Guide! 

4  All  things  hasten  to  decay, 
Earth  and  seas  will  pass  away; 
Soon  will  yonder  circling  sun 
Cease  his  blazing  course  to  run. 

5  Scenes  will  vary,  friends  grow  strange, 
But  the  Changeless  cannot  change- 
Gladly  will  I  journey  on, 

With  "his  arm  to  lean  upon. 


Depenbence  an6  Crust 


REGENT  SQUARE.    8s  &  7s.  6 1. 

I  I  N      I      


Henry  Smart. 


^9—m. —        • 


-w     w    -w    -m-  -^    -1^.    ._.        -     -5-  ig 

1.  Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Jehovah,  Pilgrim  thro' this  barren  land;  I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty; 


Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand:  Bread  of  heaven,Bread  of  heaven!  Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 


^- 
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*>  K£\  "Our  Guide  unto  death." 

*y*Jyy  W.  Williams. 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land; 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand: 

Bread  of  heaven! 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain, 
Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow; 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

OLIPHANT.    8.  7.  8.  7.  4.  7. 


Lead  me  all  my  journey  through: 

Strong  Deliverer! 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside; 

Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side: 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 

Arr.  fr.  P.  M.  F.  De  S.  Baillot,  by  L.  Mason. 


Omit  2d  time. 
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J  /Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Je- ho  -  vah,    Pil-grim  thro' this  bar- ren  land ;  1 
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powerful  hand:  Bread  of  heav- en.  Bread  of  heaven,      Feed  me  till  I 
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German  Melody. 


1.  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever  Of  the  love  that  changes  never;  Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever  Those  he  makes  his  own? 


:i^-«iii 
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Kelly. 


O  K^  "Sing  unto  the  Lord." 

Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever 
Of  the  love  that  changes  never: 
Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever' 
Those  he  makes  his  own '? 

2  With  his  blood  the  Lord  hath  bought  them, 
When  they  knew  him  not,  he  sought  them. 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought 

them: 
His  the  praise  alone. 

3  Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them, 
With  the  bread  of  heaven  he  feeds  them, 


And  through  all  the  way  he  speeds  them 
To  their  home  above. 

4  There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought  them. 
Him  who  came  from  heaven,  and  sought 

them, 
Him  who  by  his  Spirit  taught  them: 
Him  they  serve  and  love. 

5  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever, 
Sing  the  love  that  changes  never: 
Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 

Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 


iThe  ithristian. 


SMART.    8s.  73.  81, 

—I 


1.  Yes,  for    me,  for    me     lie  car -eth  With  a  brother's  ten- der  care;     Yes,  with  me,  with 


me     he  shar-eth     Ev  - 'ry   bur-den,   ev  - 'ry  fear.     Yes,  o'er  me,  o'er   me    he  watcheth. 


Ceaseless  watcheth,  night  and  day :  Yes,  ev'nme,  ev'n  me  he  snatcheth  From  the  perils  of  the  way. 


Q  X^    "iVo<  ashamed  to  call  them  brethren." 

{jfij^  BONAK. 

Yes,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 
With  a  brother's  tender  care; 

Yes,  with  me,  with  me  he  shareth 
Every  burden,  every  fear. 

2  Yes,  o'er  me,  o'er  me  he  watcheth. 
Ceaseless  watcheth,  night  and  day: 

Yes,  even  me,  even  me  he  snatcheth 
From  the  perils  of  the  way. 

3  Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading, 
At  the  mercy-seat  above; 

Ever  for  me  interceeding. 
Constant  in  untiring  love. 

4  Yes,  in  me  abroad  he  sheddeth 
Joys  unearthly,  love  and  light; 

And  to  cover  me  he  spreadeth 
His  paternal  wing  of  might! 

5  Yes,  in  me,  in  me  he  dwelleth; 
I  in  him,  and  he  in  me! 

And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth, 
Here  and  through  eternity! 

JAYNES.    8s&7s.  D. 


6  Thus  I  wait  for  his  returning, 
Singing  all  the  way  to  heaven: 

Such  the  joyful  song'  of  morning. 
Such  the  tranquil  song  of  even. 

3f^Q    "Closer  than  a  brother."    Prov.  18 :  24. 
*J  *y  Newton. 

Ome  there  is,  above  all  others. 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us. 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 

But  our  .Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased. 
Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name; 

Now,  above  all  glory  raisM, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften! 
Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 

We,  alas!  forget  too  often 
What  a  Friend  we  have  above. 

Arr.  from  Makechio. 


1   One  there  is,    above  all  others, Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend;  His  is  love  beyond  a  brother' s. 
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Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end.  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us.  Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood? 
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Eec-onciled  in  him  to  God. 


Depenbence  an6  Crust. 

GREENVILLE,    8s  &  7s.  D. 
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J    f     G-ently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us  Thro' this  lonely  vale  of  tears:  /  When  temptation's  darts  assail  ns, 

'  ^  Thro'  the  changes  thou'st  decreed  us, Till  onr  last  great  change  ap-  '  When  in  devious  paths  weiOmit )  stray, 
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D.C— Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us  I  Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 


Q^/^    "Lead  mc  in  a  plain  path." — Pe.  27  :  11. 
OLfvF  Hastings. 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us 

Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears: 
Through  the  changes  thou'st  decreed  us, 

Till  our  last  great  change  appears: 
When  temptation's  darts  assail  us. 

When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us; 

Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

2  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish. 

Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear: 
And,  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 

Bid  us  on  thy  bosom  rest; 
Till  by  angel-bands  attended, 

We  awake  among  the  blest. 

MOUNT  VEKNON.    8s  &  7s. 


'>/^-|      "Lo,  lam  rcith  i/ou  alwai/.'—JInlt.  28  :  20. 
*^V»X  ^  E.  H.  Nevin. 

Always  with  us,  always  with  us — 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love; 

Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers 
From  his  dwelling-place  above. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 
Sowing  much  and  reaping  none; 

Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 
O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear; 

Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 
When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream; 

Lighting  up  the  steps  of  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 

L.  Mason'. 
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1,  God  is  love  i  his  mercy  brightens  All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ;  Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens ; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love, 


g-4:=r^=P=i=|=r-"=[:3rz; 

Q/»t>       "God  is  love."—!  John  i  :  8. 

»3\J.^/  BOWRING. 

God  is  love;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens; 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never; 

God  is  wisclom,  God  is  love. 


DOKRNANCE.    8s  &  7s 


3  Ev'n  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 
Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove; 

From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  lie  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above; 

Everywhere  his  glory  shineth; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


L  B.  Woodbury. 


2^    f  God   is  love;  his  mercy  brightens  All  the  path  in  which  we  rove; , 

^  Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens;  (Omit )    jGodis  wisdom,  God  is 

■•-  ■#- 19-  -0-  -0-   -0- 

^iin — c — I 1 — _-tZ — cz_l  i~  }t  !z — [z_IJ — I — ^—jf 


love. 


BELMONT.    CM. 


:x 


:3=z 


I 
■ 
1.  How    are     thy     ser-vants    blest 


Che  iThristian. 
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W.  Gardiner. 
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The  Lord  pnserveth  titc  failhfal." 

Addison. 

How  are  thy  servants  blest.  O  Lordl 

IIow  sure  is  their  defense! 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help,  omnipotence. 

2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 
Supjiorted  by  thy  care, 

Through  burning  climes  they  pass  unhurt, 
And  breathe  in  tainted  ain 

3  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 
High  on  the  broiven  wave, 

They  know  thou  art  not  slow  to  hear, 
Nor  impotent  to  save. 

4  The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire, 
Obedient  to  thy  will; 

The  sea  that  roars  at  thy  command, 
At  thy  command  is  still. 

COOLING.    CM. 
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5  In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore; 
I'll  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past. 

And  humbly  hope  "for  more. 


364 


"Thc>j  shttl/  be  as  Mount  Zicii." 


Watts. 


Uxsii.\KEN  as  the  sacred  hill, 

And  fixed  as  mountains  be. 
Firm  as  a  rock  the  soul  shall  rest, 

That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee  I 

2  Not  walls,  nor  hills,  could  guard  so  well 
Old  Salem's  hai)py  ground. 

As  those  eternal  arms  of  love, 
That  every  saint  surround. 

3  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  souls  sincere, 
And  lead  them  safely  on 

To  the  bright  gates  of  "paradise, 
Where  Christ,  their  Lord,  is  gone. 

A.  J.  Abbey. 
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1.  There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place  Beneath  the  wings  divine, Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace  i  Oh,be  that  refuge  mine! 
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"The  secret  place." — Ps.  91. 


Lyte. 
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There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 

Beneath  the  wings  divine, 
Keserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace; 

Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine! 

2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  hide, 

Uninjured  and  unawed; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 

He  rests  secure  in  God. 


3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 
Of  love  and  truth  divine; 

O  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir! 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine! 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend. 
An  ear  for  every  call. 

An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all! 


HOWABD.    C.  M. 


Depen6ence  an6  iTrust. 


Mrs.  Cuthbert. 


thy     care     de  -  pend ; 


*yf*i\    "  Filled  with  all  the  fullness  of  God" 
0\J\J  Ryland. 

O  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  thee, 

And  on  thy  care  depend; 
To  thee  in  every  trouble  flee, 

My  best,  my  only  friend. 

2  When  all  created  streams  are  dried. 
Thy  fullness  is  the  same: 

May  I  with  this  be  satisfied. 
And  glory  in  thy  name! 

3  Oh  that  1  had  a  stronger  faith, 
To  look  within  the  vail, — 

To  credit  what  my  Saviour  saith. 
Whose  word  can  never  fail. 

4  He  who  has  made  my  heaven  secure, 
Will  here  all  good  provide: 

While  Christ  is  rich,  can  1  be  poor? 
AVhat  can  1  want  beside? 

5  O  Lord,  I  cast  my  care  on  thee; 
1  triumph  and  adore: 

DOAVNS.    CM. 


Henceforth  my  great  concern  shall  be 
To  love  and  please  thee  more. 

O/*  ^       "  Forget  not  all  his  benefits." 

OvF  4  Addison. 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise! 

2  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 
My  daily  thanks  employ: 

Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

3  Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue: 

And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

4  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I'll  raise; 

But,  oh!  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise, 

L.  Mason. 


1.  Thou  art  my  portion,  0  my  God ;  Soon  as  I  know  thy 


way,  My  heart  makes  haste  t'  obey  thy  word. 

And  suffers  no  de  -  lay. 


^  7  -'     I p-i— * 1 1-4— (— I ■- 
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Q£*C     "  Thou  art  my  portion."— Ps.  119:  57. 
OOO  Watts. 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God; 

Soon  as  I  know  thy  way. 
My  heart  makes  haste  t'  obey  thy  word. 

And  suffers  no  delay. 

2  I  choose  the  path  of  heavenly  truth, 

And  glory  in  my  choice; 
Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 

Could  make  me  so  rejoice. 


3  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 
I  think  upon  my  ways; 

Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands, 
And  trust  thy  pardoning  grace. 

4  Now  I  am  thine — forever  thine— 
Oh,  save  thy  servant,  Lord! 

Thou  art  my  shield,  my  hiding-place; 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 


Che  Christian. 


Arr  from  Mendelssohn. 
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1.  Call    the     Lord  thy    sure      sal-  va  -  tion,     Rest  be-neath  th' Al-might-y's  shade; 
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Psalm  01. 

Montgomery. 

Call  the  Lord  thy  sure  salvation, 
Rest  beneath  th"  Alnaighty's  shade; 

In  his  secret  habitation 
Dwell,  and  never  be  dismayed  I 

2  There  no  tumult  can  alarm  thee. 
Thou  shalt  dread  no  hidden  snare; 

Guile  nor  violence  can  harm  thee, 
In  eternal  safeguard  there. 

3  Thee,  tho'  winds  and  waves  are  swelling, 
God,  thy  Hope,  shall  bear  through  all; 

Plague  shall  not  come  nigh  thy  dwelling, 
Thee  no  evil  shall  befall. 

4  He  shall  charge  his  angel  legions 
Watch  and  ward  o'er  thee  to  keep, 

Though  thou  walk  through  hostile  regions, 
Though  in  desert  wilds  thou  sleep. 

5  Since,  with  firm  and  pure  affection, 
Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love, 

With  the  wings  of  his  protection 
He  shall  shield  thee  from  above. 


/  xuill  love  thee,  0  Lord,  my  Mrmgth." 

Madame  Guyon. 


370 

1  WOULD  love  thee,  God  and  Father! 
My  Redeemer,  and  my  King! 

1  would  love  thee;  for  without  thee 
Life  is  but  a  bitter  thing. 

2  I  would  love  thee  ;  every  blessing 
Flows  to  me  from  out  thy  throne  : 

I  would  love  thee — he  who  loves  thee 
Never  feels  himself  alone. 

3  I  would  love  thee  :  look  upon  me, 
Ever  guide  me  with  thine  eye : 


I  would  love  thee  ;  if  not  nourished 
By  thy  love,  my  soul  would  die. 

4  I  would  love  thee,  I  have  vowed  it ; 

On  thy  love  my  heart  is  set ; 
While  Ilove  thee,  I  will  never 

My  Redeemer's  blood  forget. 


German. 
Mrs   S.  Findlater,  ir. 
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All!  the  heart  that  hath  forsaken 
All  things  to  secure  the  one, 

In  the  secret  of  its  chambers 
Finds  the  joy  of  heaven  begun. 

2  Ah!  the  heart  that  is  contented 
Nought  to  know  save  God  alone. 

In  the  fullness  of  his  blessing 
Finds  a  peace  before  unknown. 

3  Ah!  the  heart  that  once  is  bath&d 
In  salvation's  boundless  sea. 

In  its  waters  drops  the  burden 
Of  a  life-time's  misery. 

4  Oh!  that  thus  we  could  surrender 
Worldly  pomp,  and  pride,  and  show, 

Seeking  liim  in  whom  is  centered 
All  of  good  that  man  can  know. 

5  Oh  that  thus  his  blessed  presence 
In  our  hearts  we  here  enjoyed! 

For  without  him  all  is  dreary. 
Earth  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  void. 

6  Oh!  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing 
Draw  us,  by  the  cross,  till  we. 

Heart  and  soul  and  will  and  spirit, 
Are  forever  one  with  thee! 


Dependence  an6  Crust. 
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*  ^  W.  H.  Burleigh. 

Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem 
dark  and  dreary, 
And  the  heart  faint  beneath  his  chasten- 
ing rod, 
Though  rough  and  steep  our  pathway,  worn 
and  weary, 
Still  will  we  trust  in  God. 

2  Our  eyes  see  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed. 
And  our  blind  choosing  brings  us  grief 
and  pain; 
Through   him    alone   who   hath  our  way 
appointed. 
We  find  our  peace  again. 


3  Choose  for  us,  God,  nor  let  our  weak  pre- 

ferring 

Cheat  our  poor  souls  of  good  thou  hast 
designed; 
Choose  for  us,  God;  thy  wisdom  is  unerr- 
ing, 

And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 

4  Let  us  press  on,  in  patient  self-denial. 
Accept   the   hardship,  shrink   not  from 

the  loss; 
Our  portion  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 
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Arr.  from  Beethoven. 


1.  0    Love    di  -  vine,  that  stooped    to    share     Our  sharpest    pang,  our    bit  -  t'rest  tear. 
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pain  while  thou  art    near. 


O.  \V.  Holmes.     t> 
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O  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share 
Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear, 

On  thee  we  cast  each  earth-born  care, 
We  smile  on  pain  while  thou  art  near. 

2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread, 
And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year, 

No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread. 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  thou  art  near, 

3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear. 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 
Shall  softly  tell  us  thou  art  near. 

4  On  thee  we  Hing  our  burdening  w^oe, 
O  Love  divine,  forever  dearl 

Content  to  suffer,  while  we  know. 
Living  and  dying,  thou  art  near. 

FEDERAL   STREET.    L.  M. 


^^  A      "  To  whom  shall  jrc go."- 


-John  G  :  fiS. 

Mrs.  Steele. 


Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart. 
My  Refuge,  my  almighty  Friend! 

And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart, 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend? 

2  Whither,  ah!  whither  shall  1  go, 

A  wretched  wanderer  from  my  Lord  ? 
Can  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  woe 
One  glimpse  of  happiness  afford? 

3  Thy  name  my  inmost  powers  adore, 
Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care; 

Depart  from  thee!— "tis  death,  'tis  more, 
"Tis  endless  ruin — deep  despair! 

4  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie; 
Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine: 

Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 
For  life,  eternal  life  is  thine. 

H.  K.  Oliver. 


1.  Lord,thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  thro';  Thine  eye  commands,with  piercing  view.My  rising  and  my  resting 

[  hours,  My  heart  and  flesh,  with  all  their  pow'rs. 
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4  *J  Watts. 

Lord,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me 

through; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours. 
My  heart  and  llesh,  with  all  their  powers. 
2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own. 
Are  "to  my\jod  distinctly  known; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak. 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 


3  Within  thy  circling  power  I  stand; 
On  every  side  1  find  thy  hand: 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

1  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4  Oh,    may    these    thoughts    possess    my 

breast. 
Where'er  1  rove,  where'er  I  rest! 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 


Depenbence  anb  ITrust. 


ADOHO.    L.  M.  61. 


Barnby. 


1.  Thou  hid- den    love     of    God,  whose  height,Whose  depth  unfathomed    no     man  knows, 
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3^/?  G.  Tersteegen. 

<  "  J.  Wesley,  /r. 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  whose  height, 
Whose  depth  unfathomed  no  man  knows, 

I  see  from  far  thy  beauteous  light, 
Inly  I  sigh  for  thy  repose: 

My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 

At  rest  till  it  tinds  rest  in  thee. 


2  'Tis  mercy  all  that  thou  hast  brought 
My  mind  to  seek  her  peace  in  thee; 

Yet  while  I  seek,  but  find  thee  not, 

No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall  see: 
Oh,  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end, 
And  all  my  steps  to  thee-ward  tend! 

3  O  Love,  thy  sovereign  aid  impart 

To  save  me  from  low-though  ted  care; 
Chase  this  self-will  through  all  ray  heart, 

Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there; 
Make  me  thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 


4  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 
My  heart,  that  lowly  waits  thy  call; 

Speak  to  my  inmost  soul,  and  say, 
"I  am  thy  Love,  thy  God,  thy  All." 

To  feel  thy  power,  to  hear  thy  voice. 

To  taste  thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 


y  •  /  *  "I  delight  to  do  Thy  ivill."    J.  F.  Obeklin. 
<    4  Mrs.  D.  Wilson,  ir. 


O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart. 
And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart; 
Henceforth  my  chief  delight  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  thee. 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy; 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  thee. 

3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space; 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  fills  every  place; 
And,  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee. 

*  Tune,  "  Ethelberg"  or  "  Federal  Street,"  opposite  page. 


IThe  iThristian. 


QKEENWOOD.    S.  M. 


J.  E.  SWEETSER. 


Watts. 


BONAR. 


1.  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is;  I  shall  be  well  supplied:  Since  he  is  mine,  and  lam  hisiWhat  can  I  want  be-side? 

OyO  Christ  is  All. 

O  EVERLASTING  Lightl 

Shine  graciously  within; 
Brightest  of  all  on  earth  that's  bright, 
Come,  shine  away  my  sin! 

2  O  everlasting  Truth! 
Truest  of  all  that's  true, 

Sure  guide  of  erring  age  or  youth, 
Lead  me  and  teach  me,  too. 

3  O  everlasting  Strength! 
Uphold  me  in  the  way; 

Bring  me,  in  spite  of  foes,  at  length, 
To  joy,  and  light,  and  day. 

4  O  everlasting  Love! 
Well-spring  of  grace  and  peace. 

Pour  down  thy  fullness  from  above; 
Bid  doubt  and  trouble  cease. 

5  O  everlasting  Rest! 
Lift  off  life's  load  of  care; 

Relieve,  revive  this  burdened  breast, 
And  every  sorrow  bear, 

6  Thou  art  in  heaven  our  all; 
Our  all  on  earth  art  thou: 

Upon  thy  glorious  name  we  call. 
Lord  Jesus,  bless  us  now! 
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The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is; 

I  shall  be  well  supplied: 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 

What  can  1  want  beside? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows: 

Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  tlow?. 

3  If  e'er  1  go  astray. 
He  doth  my  soul  reclaim: 

And  guides  me,  in  his  own  right  way, 
For  his  most  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
I  can  not  vield  to  fear; 

Though  1  should  walk  through  death's  dark 
My  Shepherd's  with  me  there.        [shade, 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread; 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows. 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  future  days; 

Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise. 
PEKIW.    s.  M. 


1.  Here   I  can  firmly  rest;  I  daretoboastofthis,ThatGod,  thehighestandthebest,MyFrienda!idFatheris. 
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Here  I  can  firmly  rest; 

I  dare  to  boast  of  this, 
That  God,  the  highest  and  the  best, 

My  Friend  and  Father  is. 

2  Naught  have  1  of  my  own, 
Naught  in  the  life  I'lead; 

AVhat  Christ  hath  given,  that  alone 
I  dare  in  faith  to  plead. 

3  I  rest  upon  the  ground 
Of  Jesus  and  his  blood; 

It  is  through  him  that  1  have  found 
My  soul's  eternal  good. 

4  His  Spirit  in  me  dwells, 
O'er  all  my  mind  he  reigns, 

My  care  and  sadness  he  dispels, 
And  soothes  away  my  pains. 

5  He  prospers  day  by  day 
His  work  within  my  heart, 


Till  I  have  strength  and  faith  to  say, 
"Thou,  God,  my  Father  art!" 

*>G"j     "The  Spirit  of  God  dwdleth  in  you." 
*y^I-  J    Kbblb. 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
For  they  shall  see  their  God: 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs; 
Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens. 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring; 

To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men. 
Their  pattern  and  their  King; — 

3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 
Doth  still  himself  impart. 

And  for  his  dwelling,  and  his  throne, 
Chooseth  the  i>ure  in  heart. 

4  Lord,  we  thy  presence  seek: 
May  ours  this  blessing  be; 

Oh,  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart 
A  temple  meet  for  thee! 


Dependence  an6  Crust. 
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QOf>      "  /)i  whatsoever  state  content." 

0<Jj^  Miss  A.  L.  Waring. 

Fathek,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portioned  out  for  me; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see: 

1  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind, 
Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

2  1  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro, 

That  seeks  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know: 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 


3  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength, 
To  none  that  ask  denied, 

A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  thy  side; 
Content  to  {ill  a  little  space, 

If  thou  be  glorified. 

4  And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 
Among  my  blessings  be, 

I'd  have  my  spirit  tilled  the  more 
With  grateful  love  to  thee; 

More  careful — not  to  serve  thee  much, 
But  please  thee  perfectly. 


MONSELL.    (St.  Andrew.)    S.  M. 

--I 


Barney. 


1.  My  spirit,  on  thy  care,  Blest  Saviour,  I  recline ;  Thou  wilt  uot  leave  me  to  despair.  For  thou  art  love  di  viue. 


000  Lyte. 

My  spirit,  on  thy  care, 

Blest  Saviour,  1  recline; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair. 

For  thou  art  love  divine. 

2  In  th'i'e  I  place  my  trust, 
On  thee  I  calmly  rest; 

1  know  thee  ffood,  I  know  thee  just. 

And  count  thy  choice  the  best. 


3  Whate'er  events  betide, 
Thy  will  they  all  perform: 

Safe  in  thy  breast  my  head  1  hide, 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 

4  Let  good  or  ill  befall. 

It  must  be  good  for  me; 
Secure  of  having  thee  in  all, 
Of  having  all  in  thee. 


iThe  ithristian. 
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QO  I      "  Whal  will  thou  have  mc  to  do."— Arts  9  :  6. 
Ootr  S.  I).  Phelps. 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love  thou  gavest  me, 
Nor  should  1  aught  withhold,  dear  Lord, 
In  love  my  soul  would  bow,  [from  thee; 
My  heart  fultill  its  vow, 
Some  ottering  bring  thee  now, 
Something  for  thee. 
2  My  feeble  faith  looks  up,  Jesus,  to  thee, 
At  the  blest  mercy-seat,  pleading  for  me; 
Help  me  the  cross  to  bear, 
Thy  wondrous  love  declare, 
Some  song  to  raise,  or  prayer, 
Something  for  thee. 
Give  me  a  faithful  heart,  likeness  to  thee, 


QC  K        "A  way  they  knew  not." — Isa.  42  :  16. 
iJiJfJ  C.  S    Robinson. 

Saviour,  I  follow  on,  guided  by  thee. 
Seeing  not  yet  the  hand  that  leadeth  me; 

Hushed  be  my  heart  and  still. 

Fear  I  no  further  ill; 

Only  to  meet  thy  will 
My  will  shall  be. 

2  Riven  the  rock  for  me,  thirst  to  relieve, 
Manna  from  heaven  falls  fresh  every  eve; 

Never  a  want  severe 
Causeth  my  eye  a  tear, 
But  thou  dost  whisper  near, 
Only  believe! 

3  Saviour,  I  long  to  walk  closer  to  thee; 


That  each  departing  day  henceforth  may    Led  by  thy  guiding  hand  ever  to  be; 


Some  work  of  love  begun. 
Some  deed  of  kindness  done, 
Some  wanderer  sought  and  won, 
Something  for  thee. 

SOMETHING  FOR  THEE. 


Constantly  near  thy  side, 
Quickened  and  purified. 
Living  for  him  who  died 
Freely  for  me. 


R.  T.OWRY. 


1.  We  are  but  strangers  here,  Heav'nis  our  home;  Earth  is 
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Danger  and  sorrow  stand  Round  us  on  e  v'ry  hand,  Heav'n  is  our  Father-land,  Heav'n  is  our  home 
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Thomas  Rawson  Taylor. 

We  are  but  strangers  here, 

Heaven  is  our  home; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  our  home: 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  us  on  every  hand, 
Heaven  is  our  Father-land, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
2  What  though  the  tempests  rage? 

Heaven  is  our  home; 
Short  is  our  jiilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  our  home: 
And  Time's  wild  wintry  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast, 
We  shall  reach  home  at  last; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 


3  There  at  our  Saviour's  side. 
Heaven  is  our  home; 

May  we  be  glorified; 

Heaven  is  our  home; 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  we  love  most  and  best, 
Grant  us  with  them  to  rest; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

4  Grant  us  to  murmur  not. 
Heaven  is  our  home; 

AVhate'er  our  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Grant  us  at  last  to  stand 
There  at  thine  own  right  hand, 
Jesus,  in  Father-land; 

Heaven  is  our  home! 


Longing  an6  Aspiration. 

HORBUKY.    6.4.6.4.6.6.4. 


Dykes. 
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1.  Nearer,  my  God  to  thee,  Near  -  er    to  thee : 


E'en  tho'   it       be 


across    That  rais-eth 


me; 


Still  all  my  song  shall  be,    Nearer,   my   God,  to  thee,    Near 


thee! 


Pi^ipi 
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OO  ^      "  Draiv  near  to  God." 

*yyJ  4  Mrs.  Adams. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee: 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
II :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :|| 

Nearer  to  thee. 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 
Daylight  all  gone. 

Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
II :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  thee. 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  up  to  heaven; 

All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given, 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
||:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :|| 

Nearer  to  thee. 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs, 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
||:  Nearer,  my  (jod.  to  thee,  :|| 

Nearer  to  thee. 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  tlie  sky, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  Hy, 
BETHANY.    6s  &  4s. 


still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
|:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  thee. 


m 


QOQ  Phil.S:  8-14. 

*y<J<J  Mrs.  E.  p.  Prentiss. 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee. 
More  love  to  thee, 

Hear  thou  the  prayer  I  make 
On  bended  knee; 

This  is  my  earnest  plea  : 
;  More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee,  :|| 
More  love  to  thee ! 

2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved. 
Sought  peace  and  rest; 

Now  thee  alone  I  seek, 

Give  what  is  best: 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be, 
;  More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee !  :|| 
More  love  to  thee ! 

3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work. 
Send  grief  and  pain ; 

Sweet  are  thy  messengers, 
Sweet  their  refrain. 

When  they  can  sing  with  me, — 
:  More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee,  :|| 
More  love  to  thee  I 

4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 
Whisper  thy  praise : 

This  be  the  parting  cry 
My  heart  shall  raise  ; 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be  : 
:  More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee,  :|| 
More  love  to  thee  ! 

L.  Mason. 

1.  Morelove,0  Christ,  to  thee,  More  love  to  thee,  Hear  thou  the  pray'r  I  make,  On    bended  knee; 


This  is  my  earnest  plea :  More  love,  0  Christ,  to  thee,  More  love,0  Christ,  to  thee, More  love  to  thee! 


STEPHANOS.    8.5.8.3 


Che  iThristian. 


W.  H    MONTC. 
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1. 1  am  trusting  thee,  Lord  Jesus,  Trusting  only  thee  I       Trusting  thee  for  full  salvation,'Great  and   free. 


•^^♦^  F.  R.  Havekgal. 

1  am  trusting  thee,  Lord  Jesus, 

Trusting  only  theel 
Trusting  thee  for  full  salvation, 
Great  and  free. 

2  I  am  trusting  thee  for  pardon. 

At  thy  feet  I  bow; 
For  thy  grace  and  tender  mercy, 
Trusting  now. 

3  I  am  trusting  thee  for  cleansing 

In  the  crimson  flood; 
Trusting  thee  to  make  me  holy 
By  thy  blood. 


4  I  am  trusting  thee  to  guide  me; 

Thou  alone  shalt  lead, 
Every  day  and  hour  supplying 
All  my  need. 

5  I  am  trusting  thee  for  power, 

Thine  can  never  fail; 
Words  which  thou  thyself  shalt  give  me 
Must  prevail. 

6  I  am  trusting  thee,  Lord  Jesus; 

Never  let  me  fall; 
1  am  trusting  thee  for  ever, 
And  for  all. 


LYNDE.    P.M.    5.  6.6.  4.  G.  6.  6.  4. 
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Thuringian  Folx-Song. 


1.  Tell  me,  my  Saviour !  Where  thou  dost  feed  thy  flock,  Resting  beside  the  rock,  Cool  in  the  shade : 
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Why  should  I  be  as  one  Turningaside  alone,  Left.when  thy  sheep  have  gone,  Where  I  have  strayed  ? 


Cnnl.  1 


Charles  S    Robinson. 
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Tell  me,  my  Saviour! 

Where  thou  "dost  feed  thy  flock, 

Resting  beside  the  rock,  " 

Cool  in  the  shade: 
AVhy  should  1  be  as  one 
Turning  aside  alone. 
Left,  when  thy  sheep  have  gone, 

Where  1  have  strayed? 
2  Seek  me,  my  Saviour! 
For  I  have  lost  the  way: 
1  will  thy  voice  obey; 

Speak  to  me  here! 


Help  me  to  find  the  gate 
Where  all  thy  chosen  wait: 
Ere  it  shall  be  too  late, 

Oh,  call  me  near! 
3  Show  me,  my  Saviour! 
How  I  can  grow  like  thee; 
Make  me  thy  child  to  be. 

Taught  from  above: 
Help  me  thy  smile  to  win; 
Keep  me  safe  folded  in. 
Lest  1  should  rove  in  sin, 

Far  from  thv  love. 


BEATITUDO. 


Longing  an6  Aboration. 

'4 


Dykes. 
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1,  Ohjfor  a  heart  to  praise  my  God,A  heart  from  sin  set  freelA  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood,SD  freely  shed  for  me. 
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'  Make  me  a  clean  heart."- 


I      I 
■ha.  51:  10. 

C  Wesley. 
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Oil,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free! 
A  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 

So  freely  shed  for  me. 
2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek — 

My  dear  Redeemer's  throne; 
"Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 

Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 


MERRITT 
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3  A  heart,  in  every  thought  renewed, 
And  full  of  love  divine: 

Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good^ 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  thine. 

4  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart: 
Come  quickly  from  above; 

Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  love. 


L.  M.  Rick. 


"  Walk  as  children  of  light. 


On,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame^ 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord':* 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word? 

3  Return,  O  holy  Dove!  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest! 


BALERMA.    CM 


I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn. 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

4  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be. 

Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  thee. 

5  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame: 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

Arr.  from  Hugh  Wilson. 


I 
1,  Oh|for  a  closer  walk  with  God,  A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame— A  light  to  shine  npon  the  road  That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 


Che  iDhrisiian. 


IfAOMI.    CM. 
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L.  Mason. 


±% 


n]=|=Z 


1 


-4- 


-?3-  *t^- vl-»- — ^; — t- •-75- 


H^ 


-^-'-s^' 


a 


Oh,  could  I  find,  from  ^  day    to    day,      A  nearness    to   my  God!]. 
Then  should  my  hours  glide  sweet  a- way,    {Omii ^ )  J  While  leaning 

,^ ez. ,!2.i___# "! —  *r  -^-^    n •__.«_!_,  ^^! 
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on     his  word. 


Mza-JtS 
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-Ps.  148:  14. 

B.  Cleveland. 

Oil,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God! 
Then  should  my  hours  glide  sweet  away, 

While  leaning  on  his  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  thee  to  live 
Anew  from  day  to  day; 

In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  lilest  Jesus!  come  and  rule  my  heart, 
And  make  me  wholly  thine, 

That  I  may  never  more  depart. 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last,  expiring  breath, 
Thy  goodness  I'll  adore; 

ST.  CRISPIN 

M 


And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  death, 
My  soul  shall  love  thee  more. 

*>C|  1  Jidb.  12 :  4-11. 

*y*J~^  Mrs.  Steele. 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  hand  denies. 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace. 

Let  this  petition  rise: 

2  "Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 
From  every  murmur  free: 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee." 

3  "  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 
My  life  and  death  attend: 

Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine. 
And  crown  my  journey's  end.'" 

Elvey. 


"Zealous  of  good  ivor 


•~Tit.  2:  14. 


OtiO  Watts. 

So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine. 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 
3  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  (iod, 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passion  and  envy,  lust  and  pride; 
While  justice,  tem]ierance,  truth,  and  love, 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessM  hope, 
The  l)right  appearance  of  the  Lord, — 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 


QOi^      "Denyincj  iingodlbicss." — Til. 

*Jty\y  Watts. 

My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
A  stranger  to  myself  and  thee: 
Amid  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Why  should  my  passions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debase'my  heavenly  birth  V 
AVhy  should  1  cleave  to  things  below. 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go  V 

3  Call  me  away  from  llesh  and  sense; 
One  sovereign  word  can  draw  me  thence; 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine. 

And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

4  ]?e  earth,  with  all  her  scenes,  withdrawn; 
Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone; 

In  secret  silence  of  the  mind 

My  heaven,  and  there  my  God,  1  lind. 


AATHITELAND. 


Discipline  of  Sorrow. 


German  Melody. 

-J— f- 


fJrf  4  L.  TUTTIETT. 

Oh,  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  know 
Tlie  wisdom  thou  alone  canst  give  ; 

That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  go, 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live. 

2  Oh,  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore, 

And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  thee. 
And  love  thy  simple  word  the  more. 

HAMBURG 


3  Oh,  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 
How  dead  is  life  from  thee  apart, 

How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 
To  thee  an  undivided  heart. 

4  Oh,  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 
To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above, 

And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain. 
And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 


Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 


'Lord,  save  tis ;  ivc  perish  J " 


0»/0  COWPEK. 

TiiK  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high; 

Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  skv: 

Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  1  call; 

My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 

2  O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 

And  guide  and  guard  me  through  the  storm; 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill: 
Control  the  waves;  say,  "Peace!  be  still." 

3  Amid  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 

My  soul  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care, 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

4  Though  tempest-tossed  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  Saviour  through  the  Hoods  I  seek: 

Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again. 


oDVf  Bryant. 

Oh,  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone, 
AVhose  lives  a  peaceful  tenor  keep; 

For  God,  who  pities  man,  hath  shown 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  iill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears; 

And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  luuipier  years. 

3  There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 

For  everv  dark  and  troubled  night; 

And  grief  inav  bide  an  evening  guest, 

But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

4  For  God  has  marked  each  sorrowing  day. 
And  numbered  every  secret  tear. 

And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  his  children  suffer  here. 


HERHICK.    7a. 


Che  ithristian. 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 
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the  dark  and  cloud- y     day,  When  earth's  riches  flee     a -way,  And  the    last  hope 


i=^- 


i 


.•"i 


-^— 4- 


:^ 


J=:i= 


3 


Sav  -  lour    dear:    com- fort     me,      Sav- iour  dear,  0 

.  -        -0-       -^ 


com-  fort    me ! 


/|/"k/~V      "  Saviour,  comfort  me." 

"iV/VF  George  Rawson. 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day, 
When  earth's  riches  tlee  away, 
And  the  last  hope  will  not  stay, 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me, 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

2  "When  the  secret  idol's  gone 
That  my  poor  heart  yearned  upon, — 
Desolate,  bereft,  alone, 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me. 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

3  Thou,  who  wast  so  sorely  tried, 
In  the  darkness  crucified. 

Bid  me  in  thy  love  confide! 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me, 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

REDHEAD,  47.    7s. 


4  Comfort  me;  I  am  cast  down; 
'Tis  my  heavenly  Father's  frown; 
1  deserve  it  all,  1  own: 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me, 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

5  In  these  hours  of  sad  distress, 
Let  me  know  he  loves  no  less. 
Bids  me  trust  his  faithfulness; 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me. 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

6  So  ic  shall  be  good  for  me 
Much  afflicted  now  to  be. 
If  thou  wilt  but  tenderly, 

Saviour  dear:  comfort  me. 
Saviour  dear,  O  comfort  me! 

R.  Redhead. 
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1.  When  our  heads  are  howed  with  woe ;- 


-When  our  bitter  tears  o'erflow ;— When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, 

Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 


4r|"j  "  Son  of  Mary." 

^y^-M.  MiLMAN. 

When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe; — 
AVhen  our  bitter  tears  o'erflow; — 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

2  Thou  our  feeble  flesh  hast  worn; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear: 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

3  When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 


4  Thou  the  shame,  the  grief,  hast  known; 
Though  the  sins  were  not  thine  own. 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear: 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

5  When  our  eyes  grow  dim  in  death; 
When  we  heave  the  parting  breath; 
When  our  solemn  doom  is  near, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

6  Thou  hast  bowed  the  dying  head; 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed; 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier: 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 


Besignation. 


JEWETT.    12s. 


Von  Weber. 
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1.  My        Je    -    sus,    as     thou  wilt!— oh,    may    thy    will     be  mine;     In   -    to      thy 
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hand      of    love 


I       would  my       all      re 
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sign:    Through  sor  -  row,    or  through  joy, 
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con -duct  me       as  thine  own.  And    help  me     still   to  say,    my  Lord,  thy  will    be   done! 
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.VfiM  JeSll.  Wic  (hi,  Wlllst."  SCHMOLCKE. 


"  Iiitd  thine  hand  I  commit  my  npirit." 


E.  j.n*^ 

Miss  Borthwick,  tr.  '*V»-»  I'g.  31  :  5. 

Mv  Jesus,  as  thou  wiltl— oh,  may  thy  will  Tnv  way  not  mine,  O  Lord,  however  dark 

be  mine;  it  be! 

Into  thy  hand  of  love  I  would  my  all  re-  Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand, — choose  out 

sign:  '  the  path  for  me: 

Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy,  conduct  i  dare  not  choose  my  lot;  I  would  not,  if  1 

me  as  thine  own,  might; 

And  help  me  still  to  say,  my  Lord,  thy  will  Choose  thou  for  me,  my  God;   so  shall  I 

be  done!  walk  aright. 

2  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt !— though   seen  2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek  is  thine:  so  let 

throvigh  many  a  tear,  the  way 

Let  not  my  star  of  hope  grow  dim  or  dis-  That  leads  to  it  be  thine,  else  I  must  surely 
appear:  stray; 

Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept,  and  sor-  Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it  with  joy  or  sor- 
rowed oft  alone,  row  fill, 

If  1  must  weep  with  thee, — my  Lord,  thy  As  best  to  thee  may  seem;  choose  thou  my 
will  be  done!  good  and  ill. 

3  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt! — all  shall  be  well  3  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends,  my  sick- 

for  me;  ness  or  my  health, 

Each  changing  future  scene  I  gladly  trust  Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me,  my  poverty 

with  thee:  "  or  wealth: 

Then  to  my  home  above  I  travel  calmly  Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice,  in  things  or 

on,  great  or  small; 

And  sing,  in  life  or  death,— my  Lord,  thy  Be  thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength,  my  Wis- 

will  be  done!  dom  and  my  All. 


lEhe  iThristian. 


MEI.CHIOR   Vl'LPIUS. 


1,  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way  His  wonders  to  perform;  He  plants  his  footsteps  in  tbe  sea,  And  rides  npon  the  storm. 
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Af%4    "  Wait  patiently  for  Him."—Ps.  37. 

"i""t  COWPER. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill, 

He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs. 
And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take; 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

MANOAH      C.  M. 


I    I 
5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 

Unfolding  every  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  tiower. 

/if\  ft  "  T'ly  judgments  are  a  great  deep." 
^yf'J  Fawcett. 

Thy  way,  O  God,  is  in  the  sea; 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace, 
Kor  comprehend  the  mystery 

Of  thine  unbounded  grace. 

2  'Tis  but  in  part  I  know  thy  will; 
I  bless  thee  for  the  sight: 

When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal,     , 
In  glory's  clearer  light? 

3  With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 
Thy  providence  and  grace; 

And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Arr.  from  Von  Weber. 
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1.  Thy  way,  0  God,  is  in  the  sea ;  Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace, Nor  comprehend  the  mystery  Of  thine  unbounded  grace. 
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LUX  BENIGN  A.    10.  4.  10.  4.  10.  10. 


Dykes. 


1.  Lead,  kindly  Light ,  amid  th'  encircling  gloom.  Lead  thou  me  on 


Lead  thou  me  on:  Keep  thou  my  feet;  I   do  not  ask  to 


"I  am  tlie  Light. — John  8:  12. 


I     i    i 


4:Oi>  Newman. 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling 
Lead  thou  me  on;  [gloom, 

The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home; 
Lead  thou  me  on  : 

Keep  thou  my  feet;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 

The  distant  scene;  one  step  enough  for  me. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  thou 
Shouldst  lead  me  on; 

I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 


I     '      '       '      '    '    '  H 

Lead  thou  me  on! 
I  loved  the  garish  day;  and,  spite  of  fears. 
Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past 

years. 
3  So  long  thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile, 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  a- 
while. 


designation. 


LUX  IN  TENEBRIS.    10.  4.  10.  4.  10. 10. 


Sullivan. 


1.  Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th' encircling  gloom,  Lead  thou  me  on;  The  night  is  dark,    and  I  am  far  from  home  i 
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Lead  thon  me    oni  Keep  then 
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my  feet',  I  do  not  ask  to  see  The  distant  scene;  one  step  enough  for  me. 
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Arr.  from  Haydn. 
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1.  When  gath'ring  clouds  around  I  view.  And  days  are  dark,and  friends  are  few,  On  him  I  lean  who  not  in  vain 
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Experienced  ev  -'ry  human  pain :    He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears.  And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 
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/| /~|"r'  "Jesus  ivept." — John  11 :  35. 

jtvF  4  Grant. 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  himl  lean  who  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain  : 
He  sees  my  wants,  aliays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend. 
Which  covers  all  that  was  a  friend. 
And  from  his  hand,  his  voice,  his  smile, 

ST.  PETERSBUHGH.    L.  M.  61. 
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Divides  me  for  a  little  while; 

Thou,  Saviour,  seest  the  tears  I  shed. 

For  thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

3  And,  oh  !  when  I  have  safely  passed. 
Through  every  conliict  but  the  last. 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed,  for  thou  hast  died; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away! 


BORTMANSKY. 


^^EF 
^=^«=E: 


^-1- 


S=tr§i 


^ilglillgi?i^l§^ 


J    fWhen  gath'ring  clouds  a  -  round  I    view,     And  days     are  dark,  and  friends  are   few,  I 
'  ^  On     him     I     lean  who     not     in  vain      Ex  -  perienced    ev  -  'ry     hu  -   man  pain:^ 
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He    sees     my  wants,  al  -   lays    my 


my   tears. 


iThe  ithristian. 


ALMSGIVING.    8.8.8.4. 
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Dykes. 
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1.  My    God,  my       Fa  -  ther,  while  I     stray     Far  from  my    home,    on   life's  rough  way, 


done!" 


4  i^Q   "  Thy  u'iU  be  done."— Matt.  6 :  10. 
TCVFO  Miss  Elliott. 


My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 
Oh,  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done!" 

2  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved  no  longer  nigh; 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

3  If  thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize,— it  ne'er  was  mine; 
I  only  yield  thee  what  was  thine: 

"  "Thv  will  be  done!" 


TROYTE,  No.  1.  (Chant.) 


4  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest: 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

5  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day; 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
Whatever  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

6  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more, 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
ril  sing  upon  a  happier  shore: 

"Thy  will  be  done!  " 

A.  H.  D.  troyte. 
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1.  My  God,  my  Father, 
1.  I  cannot  always 
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Far  from  my  home,  on    life's   rough 
Where  thou,  Almighty  One,      dost 
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Oh,  teach  me  from  my 
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'  God  is  Love."— I  John  4  :  S. 

BoWRING. 

1  CAN  not  always  trace  the  way 

Where  thou.  Almighty  One,  dost  move; 
But  I  can  always,  always  say 
That  God  is  love. 

2  When  fear  her  chilling  mantle  flings 
O'er  earth,  my  soul  to  heaven  above, 

As  to  bf^^  native  home,  upsprings; 
F'lr  G'^d  is  love. 


3  When  mystery  clouds  my  darkened  path, 
I'll  check  my  "dread,  my  doubts  reprove: 

In  this  my  soiil  sweet  comfort  hath. 
That  God  is  love. 

4  Oh,  may  this  truth  my  heart  employ. 
Bid  every  gloomy  thought  remove, 

And  turn  all  tears,"  all  woes  to  joy, — 
Thou,  God,  art  love. 


CLINGING.    8.8.8.6. 


Besignation  an6  Crust, 


G.  W.  Torrance. 


I  I  ^1  "  We  loalk  bij  faith." 

■^A"  Miss  Elliott. 

O  Holy  Saviour!  Friend  unseen, 
Since  on  thine  arm  thou  bid'st  me  lean, 
Help  me.  throughout  life's  changing  scene, 
By  faith  to  cling  to  thee! 

2  Blest  with  this  fellowship  divine. 
Take  what  thou  wilt,  I'll  not  repine; 
For,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine, 

My  soul  would  cling  to  thee. 

3  Tho'  far  from  home,  fatigued,  oppressed. 
Here  have  1  found  a  place  of  rest; 

ST.  TERESA.    8s  &  6. 
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An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest, 
Because  1  cling  to  thee. 

4  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love 

Still  would  I  cling  to  thee. 

5  Though  faith  and  hope  are  often  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not  aught  beside; 

So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satisfied. 
The  soul  that  clings  to  thee! 


Fl.EJIMING. 


1.  God  of  my    life,  thy  bound-less    grace  Chose,  pardoned,  and     a  -  dopt  -  ed        me; 
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My     rest,  my      home,  my    dwell  -  ing        place,  Fa  -  ther!  I       come      to     thee. 
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^■^-■-*-  Charlotte  Elliott. 

God  of  my  life,  thy  boundless  grace 

Chose,  i)ar(lone(l,  and  adopted  me; 
My  rest,  my  home,  my  dwelling  place. 

Father!  1  come  to  thee. 
2  Jesus,  my  hope,  my  rock,  my  shield. 

Whose  precious  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
Into  thy  hands  my  soul  1  yield: 

Saviour,  I  come'to  thee.* 


3  Spirit  of  glory  and  of  God, 

Long  hast  thou  deigned  my  guide  to 
Now  be  thy  comfort  sweet  bestowed: 
My  God,'l  come  to  thee. 

4  I  come  to  join  that  covintless  host 
Who  i)raise  thy  name  unceasingly; 

Blest  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
My  God,  I  come  to  thee. 


be; 


Che  ithristian. 


MEDITATION.    C.  M. 

-A 


GOWER. 


1.  I       wor  -  ship  thee,  sweet  Will       of   God,    And      all      thy    ways     a  -  dore ; 
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And,     ev  -    'ry    day        I       live,       I      seem       To      love    thee   more    and    more. 
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/I  ■<  iy     "  The  will  of  the  Lord  he  done." 

jtA-*^  Fabef 

1  WORSHIP  thee,  sweet  Will  of  God, 
And  all  thy  ways  adore; 

And,  every  day  1  live,  1  seem 
To  love  thee  more  and  more. 

2  1  love  to  trace  each  print  where  thou 
Hast  set  thine  unseen  feet; 

I  cannot  fear  thee,  blessed  ^V^ill, 
Thine  empire  is  so  sweet. 

3  I  have  no  cares,  O  blessed  Will, 
For  all  my  cares  are  thine; 

I  live  in  triumph,  Lord,  for  thou 
Hast  made  thy  triumph  mine. 

4  He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 
To  him  no  chance  is  lost; 

God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 
It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

5  111  that  he  blesses  is  our  good. 
And  unblest  good  is  ill; 

ST.  AGNES.    CM. 
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And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong, 
If  it  be  his  sweet  will. 


"Increase  ourfaith."- 


-Luke  17 
W. 


4:lt>  w.  H.  Bathurst. 

On  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 

Of  any  earthly  woe! — 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 

But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain. 
Will  lean  upon  its  God; — 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  rage  without; 

That,  when  in  danger,  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness,  feels  no  doubt. 

4  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 
And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 

We'll  taste,  ev'n  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

Dykes. 


REDEMPTION.    L.  M. 


Crust  an6  Safety. 
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1.  Lord, how  mys-ter- ious  are       thy  ways!  How    blind  are    we!    how    mean  our  praise! 
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/k\  A  "I put  my  trust  in  Tlice." 

^A'i  Mrs.  Steele. 

Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways! 
How  blind  are  we!  how  mean  our  praise! 
Thy  steps  can  mortal  eyes  explore? 
'Tis  ours  to  wonder  and  adore. 

2  Great  God!  I  would  not  ask  to  see 
AVhat  in  my  coming  life  shall  be; 
Enough  for  me  if  love  divine, 

At  length,  through  every  cloud  shall  shine. 

3  Are  darkness  and  distress  my  share? 
Then  let  me  trust  thy  guardian  care; 
If  light  and  bliss  attend  my  days, 
Then  let  my  future  hours  be  praise. 

4  Yet  this  my  soul  desires  to  know, 
Be  this  my  only  wish  below. 

That  Christ  be  mine: — this  great  request 
Grant,  bounteous  God,  and  1  am  blest! 

4^  X  Psalm  46. 

*AO  Watts. 

GoD  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints. 

When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade; 

GERMANY.    L.  M. 


Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar; 
In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 

While  every  nation,  every  shore. 
Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

3  There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  How 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God, — 

Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

4  That  sacred  stream,  thine  holy  word, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls; 

Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford. 

And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 


5  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 

Nor  can  her  tirm  foundations  move. 
Built  on  his  truth  and  armed  with  power. 

Arr.  from  Beethoven. 
his  saints,  When  storms  of  sharp  dis  -  tress       in-vade; 
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present  with  his  aid. 


Che  ithriotian. 


STIRLING.    7.  6.  D. 


Barnby. 
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1,  lu  heavenly  love  abiding,  No  change  my  heart  shall  fear.  And  safe  is  such  confiding,  For  nothing  changes  here ! 
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The  storm  may  roar  without  me.  My  heart  may  low  he  laid,  But  God  is  round  ahout  me,  And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 
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"iAO  Anna  L.  Waring. 

In  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear, 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  here: 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  ? 

Wherever  he  may  guide  me. 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  1  lack; 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh. 

His  sight  is  never  dim: 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh, 

And  I  will  walk  with  him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen; 

Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me. 
Where  darkest  clouds  have  been: 

6.6.6.  6.  8.  8. 


My  hope  I  cannot  measure; 

My  path  to  life  is  free: 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 

And  he  will  walk  with  me. 

\~i^  Omnipresent. 

•±A  4  Tr.  fr.  t:  e  Dutch. 

On  mountains  and  in  valleys 

Where'er  we  go  is  God; 
The  cotta;ge  and  the  palace. 

Alike  are  his  abode. 
With  watchful  eye  abiding 

Upon  us  with  delight; 
Our  souls,  in  him  confiding. 

He  keeps  both  day  and  night. 

2  Above  me  and  beside  me. 

My  God  is  ever  near, 
To  watch,  protect,  and  guide  me, 

Whatever  ills  appear. 
Though  other  friends  may  fail  me; 

In  sorrow's  dark  abode. 
Though  death  itself  assail  me, 

I'm  ever  safe  with  God. 
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1.  Hush'd  was  the  ev'ning  hymn,  The  temple  courts  were  dark :  The  lamp  was  burning  dim  Before  the 
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sa  -  cred    ark;  When  sud-den-ly      a  voice  di- vine  Rang  thro' the  silence  of     the  shrine. 
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1.  Ho-ly  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me  Ishouldlive  to  theea- lone,  Year  byyear,  thy  handhas 
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doubted,  sent  me  light;  Still  thine  arm  has  been   a-roundme.   All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 
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John  M.  Neale. 

Holy  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me 

I  should  live  to  thee  alone, 
Year  by  year,  thy  hand  has  brought  me 

On  through  dangers  oft  unknown. 
When  I  wandered,  thou  hast  found  me; 

When  1  doubted,  sent  me  light; 
Still  thine  arm  has  been  around  me, 

All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 

2  In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 
Craftier,  stronger  far  than  1 ; 

And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 
Well  I  know,  before  I  die. 


Therefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 
Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need; 

Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receivinj^ 
Strength,— the  Spirit's  strength  int^^^ed. 

3  I  would  trust  in  thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  thine  arm, 
Follow  wholly  thy  directing, 

Thou,  mine"  only  guard  from  harmf 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing, 

Help  me  turn  to  thee  when  tried; 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  thy  side. 


opposite  page. 
James  Drummonu  Burns. 


A_\  rt       Tune  "  Samuel 

Hushed  was  the  evening  hymn, 
The  temple  courts  were  dark: 

The  lamp  was  burning  dim 
Before  the  sacred  ark; 

When  suddenly  a  voice  divine 

Rang  through  the  silence  of  the  shrine. 

2  The  old  man,  meek  and  mild, 
The  priest  of  Israel,  slept; 

His  watch  the  temple-child. 

The  little  Levite,  kept; 
And  what  from  Eli's  sense  was  sealed, 
The  Lord  to  Hannah's  sou  revealed. 

3  O  give  me  Samuel's  ear. 
The  open  ear,  O  Lord, 

Alive  and  quick  to  hear 


Each  whisper  of  thy  word; 
Like  him  to  answer  at  thy  call, 
And  to  obey  thee  tirst  of  all. 

4  O  give  me  Samuel's  heart, 
A  lowly  heart,  that  waits 

Where  in  thy  house  thou  art. 

Or  watches  at  thy  gates; 
By  day  and  night,  a  heart  that  still 
Moves"  at  the  breathing  of  thy  will. 

5  O  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 

A  sweet,  unmurmuring  faith. 
Obedient  and  resigned 

To  thee  in  life  and  death; 
That  I  may  read  with  child-like  eyes 
Truths  that  are  hidden  from  the  wise. 


Che  Christian. 


DENNIS,    S.  M. 
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1.  How  gentle  God's  commands !  How  kind  his  precepts  are !  Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

Asd  trust  his  constant  care. 


Aiyf\  "  His  commandments  are  not  grievovs." 
TC.^"  Doddridge. 

How  gentle  God's  commands! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  Beneath  his  watchful  eye 
His  saints  securely  dwell; 

That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind? 

Haste  to  your  "heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day: 

I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 


ST.  MICHAEL 


4  iy'i     "  Commit  thii  way  unto  the  Lord."  Gerhardt 
■*-^-L  Psatrri'dl-.b.  J.  Welsey,  ^ 

Co:mmit  thou  all  thy  griefs 

And  ways  into  his  hands: 
To  his  sure  truth  and  tender  care, 

Who  earth  and  heaven  commands. 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course, 
Whom  winds  and  seas  obey, 

He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet. 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  On  God  alone  rely. 

Then  safe  shalt  thou  go  on; 
Fix  on  his  work  thy  steadfast  eye. 
Then  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  No  profit  canst  thou  gain 
By  self -consuming  care; 

To  him  commend  thy  periled  cause; 
He  heareth  all  thy  prayer. 


Day's  Ps alter. 


1 .  Your  harps,y  e  trembling  saints,Down  from  the  willows  take:  Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine  Bid  e  v'ry  string  awake 

I       r '       I      r 

Aiyiy   "  Pilgrims  on  the  earth."— Hcb. 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

Down  from  the  willows  take: 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 

Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land. 
We  are  not  far  from  home; 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine; 

OLMUTZ.    S.  M. 
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Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come. 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  fiame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  his  name. 

5  Blest  is  the  man,  O  Lord, 
Who  stays  himself  on  thee; 

Who  waits  for  thy  salvation.  Lord, 
Shall  thy  salvation  see. 

Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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1,  Yonr  harps,ye  trembling  saints,Down  from  the  willows  takeiLoud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine  Bid  ev'ry  string  awake 
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TWEED.    S.M. 


Hope  an6  Courage. 
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English. 


God     hears    thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears ; 


thy    head. 
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|f>*>  "  Bcfichl  <la  deine  Wcge."  Gf.rhardt. 

"*'-^^  J.  Wesley,  /r. 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 

Hope  on,  be  not  dismayed; 
God  hears  thy  sig-hs  and  counts  thy  tears; 

God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms. 
He  gently  clears  thy  way; 

Wait  thou  his  time:  the  darkest  night 
Shall  end  in  brightest  day, 

3  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shallappear, 

When  fully  he  the  work  hath  wrought, 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

4  Thou  seest  our  weakness,  Lord, 
Our  hearts  are  known  to  thee; 

Oh  lift  thou  up  the  sinking  hand, 
Conhrm  the  feeble  knee. 

5  Let  us,  in  life  and  death. 
Thy  steadfast  truth  declare, 

THATCHER.    S.M. 


And  publish  with  our  latest  breath 
Thy  love  and  guardian  care. 

Aty  i  Rom.  8 :  28. 

Tt.ii-±  TOPLADY, 

If  through  unruffled  seas 
Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail. 

With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
We'll  own  the  fostering  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  rest  delay  to  come. 

Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 

3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
AH  yield  to  thy  control; 

Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state. 
To  make  thy  will  our  own; 

And,  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart, 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 

Handel. 


With     grate  -  ful     hearts,  0 


God,       to 


thee,     We'll      own     the    fost'ring    gale. 


ithe  iThristian. 

ARTHUR'S  SEAT.    6.  6.  6.  6.  8.  8.  Goss. 


=zAigili^z=— f --■gili^digri:li»i:z»— »-za=ilig:z:li^i|-»  T-i..zzgizli  zji^Azjg: 


M 

1  Their  hearts  shall  not  be  moved  Who  in  the  Lord  con- fide;   But,  firm  as  Zi-on's  hill,      They 
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ev  -  er  shall  a  ■  bide:  As  mountains  shield  Jerusalem,  The  Lord  shall  be       a  shield  to  them. 
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'i'^^  Jane  E    Leeson. 

Til  EI  K  hearts  shall  not  be  moved 

Who  in  the  Lord  contide; 
But,  tirm  as  Zion's  hill, 
They  ever  shall  abide. 
As  mountains  shield  Jerusalem, 
The  Lord  shall  be  a  shield  to  tliem. 

2  His  blessing  on  them  rests, 

Like  freshening  dew  from  heaven; 
And  succor  from  his  throne 
In  all  their  need  is  given: 
Omnipotence  shall  guard  them  well, 
And  peace  remain  on  Israel. 

3  One  like  the  Son  of  God 
Is  walking  by  their  side, 

AVhen  by  the  fervid  flame 
And  liery  furnace  tried; 
And  'tis  enough  that  he  is  near, 
To  comfort  them  in  every  fear. 


J_<>r»        Safety  in  God.—I's.  11. 

My  trust  is  in  the  Lord; 

What  foe  can  injure  me? 
Why  bid  me  like  a  bird 
Jiefore  the  fowler  tlee? 
The  Lord  is  on  his  heavenly  throne, 
Omnipotent  to  save  his  own. 

2  His  flock  to  him  is  dear, 

He  watches  them  from  high; 
He  sends  them  trials  here 
To  lit  them  for  the  sky; 
But  safely  will  he  tend  and  keep 
The  humblest,  feeblest,  of  his  sheep. 


Lyte. 


3  His  foes  a  season  here 

May  triumph  and  prevail; 
]iut  ah,  the  hour  is  near 

When  all  their  hopes  must  fail: 
While  like  the  sun  his  saints  shall  rise. 
And  shine  with  him  above  the  skies. 


*  '•Faint,  yet  pursuing." — Judges.  8  :  4. 


427 

Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on  our 

way; 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  his  word  is  our  stay; 
Though  suffering,  and  sorrow,  and  trial  be 

near. 
The  Lord  is  our  refuge,  and  whom  can  we 

fear  V 

2  He  raiseth  the  fallen,  he  cheereth  the  faint; 
The    weak    and    oppressed — he  will    hear 

their  complaint; 
The  way  may  be  weary,  and  thorny  the  road, 
]}ut  ho\V  can  we  falter?  our  help  is  in  God. 

3  And  to  his  green  pastures  our  footsteps 

he  leads; 
His  Hock  in  the  desert,  how  kindly  he  feedsl 
The  lambs  in  his  bosom  he  tenderly  bears, 
And  brings  back  the  wanderers   all   safe 

from  the  snares. 

4  Though  clouds  may  surround  us,  our  God 

is  our  light; 
Though  storms  rage  around  us,  our  God  is 

our  might; 
So  faint,  yet  pursuing,  still  onward  we  come; 
The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  and  heaven  is  our 

home! 

*  Tune,  "  Robinson  "  or  "  Paulina,"  opposite  page. 


Hope  an6  iCourage. 
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1,  Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go   onour  way;  The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  his  word  is  our  stay 
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Tho'  sufF'ring,  and  sorrow,  and  trial  be    near.  The  Lord  is  our  refuge,  and  whom  can  we  fear? 
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1.  0  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore,  Look  off  unto  Je-sus,now  sorrow  no  more  ! 
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The  light  of  his  countonance  shine  th  so  bright.  That  here,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  night. 
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^     '■  Li)i)kiiig  unto  Jesus." — Ifib.  ^^. 


4.^0  J.  N.  Darby.   (?j 

0  EYES  that  are  wearv,  and  hearts  that  are  i  know  that  his  presence  my  safeguard 

sore  "  '^^'''1  "^' 

Look  off  unto-Jesus,  nowsorrow  no  morel  For.  "^^hy  are  ye  troubled? "  he  saith  unto 
The  light  of  his  countenance  shineth  so  ™^- 

bright 

That  here,'  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  3  Still    looking   to   Jesus,    oh,    may    I  be 

night.  tound, 

When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me 
2  While  looking  to  Jesus  my  heart  cannot  round: 

fear;  They  bear  me  away  in  his  presence  to  be: 

1  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near;  1  see  him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 


Che  ithristian. 


POHTUGUESE  HYMN",    lis 


I  I 

1.  How  firm    a  foun-da-tion,  ye   saints  of    the  Lord,      Is     laid     for  your  faith  in     his 
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ex  -  eel-lent  word!  What  more  can  he  say  than  to    you     he  hath  said,       Who  un  -   to  the 
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Sav  -  iour  for    ref  -  uge  have  fled:— Who  un 
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real  and  precious  promises."- 


Pet.  1-4. 

Keith. 
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Psabn  23. 


Montgomery. 


2  "Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not  clis 
maved: 


How   firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I 

Lord,  know, 

Is    laid    for    your    faith    in   his  excellent  I  feed  in  green  pastures,  safe  folded  I  rest; 

word!  He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters 

What  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  flow, 

said,  Kestores  me  when  wandering,  redeems 

Who    unto    the  Saviour  for   refuge   have  when  oppressed. 

■  2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death 

though  I  stray, 
Since  thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evil  I 

For  I  am  thv  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid;  rri,         ,  ^u'  u/i  ^     ^        i.u     *.  «!i            4. 

I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  staff  be  my  stay; 

thee  to  stand      '       ^          '  No  harm  can  befall  with  my  Comforter 

Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand.  near. 

„     ,,^,          ,          ,    X,       ,                       T       ,.  3  Inthemidstofafllictionmytableisspread: 

3  "When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  with  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  run- 

thee  to  go,              ,   „       ,          ,  neth  o'er; 

The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow;  ^ith  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointest  my 

For  I   will   be  with  thee  thy  troubles  to  head- 
bless,                                       ^  -,.  ^  Oh,  what  shall  1  ask  of  thy  Providence 

And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress,  more  V 

4  "The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful 

repose  God, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not,  desert  to  his  foes:  Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  thee  above; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  I  seek,by  the  path  which  my  forefathers  trod, 

to  shake.  Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn,  thy 

I'll  never — no  never — no  never  forsake!"  kingdom  of  love. 


JUDEA.    lis. 


3ncentiues  to  Courage. 
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1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know,  I   feed  in  green  pastures,  safe  folded  I    rest; 
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He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow,Restores  me  when  wand'ring,redeems  when  oppress'd. 
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TBUHO.    L.  M. 


BVRNEY. 


1.  Stand  up,   my  soul !  shake  off  thy  fears.    And  gird  the      gos  -   pel        ar  -  mor      on; 
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March  to      the  gates  of    end  -   less     joy.   Where  Je  -  sus,    thy     great    Captain's    gone. 
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/I  Q-g         "  Stand  therefore"— Eph.  6  :  10-16. 

'-t*JX.  Watts. 

Stand  up,  my  soul!  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on: 

March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 
Where  Jesus,  thy  great  Captain's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course; 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes: 

Thy  Jesus  nailed  them  to  the  cross. 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on; 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate: 

There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown. 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

A^iy  "Mount  up  with  wings,  as  eagles." — Isa.  40  :  31. 
*<-»-^  Watts. 

Awake,  our  souls  I  away,  our  fears! 
Let  every  trembling  thought  be  gone; 


Awake,  and  run  the  heavenly  race, 
And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on! 

2  True,  'tis  a  strait  and  thorny  road, 
And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint; 

But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 
Who  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint^ 

3  The  mighty  God,  whose  matchless  power 
Is  ever  new  and  ever  young. 

And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 
Their  everlasting  circles  run. 

4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 
Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply; 

While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air 
AVe'U  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode; 

On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 
Nor  tire  amid  the  heavenly  jpad. 


BARNBY.    L.  M. 


Che  iChristian. 
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1.  Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord,  With  shield  of  faith  and  Spirit' s  sword ;  Y orth  to  the  battle 
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may  they  go,  And  boldly  fight  against  the  foe  With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled,  And  by  it 
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o-ver-come  the  world;  And  so  at  last  receive  from  thee  The  palm  and  crown  of  vic-to  -  ry. 
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^OO  Soldiers  of  Christ. 

^:*J»J  C    Wordsworth. 

Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord, 
With  shield  of  faith,  and  Spirit's  sword; 
Forth  to  the  battle  may  they  go, 
And  boldly  flght  against  the  foe 
With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled, 
And  by  it  overcome  the  world; 
And  so  at  last  receive  from  thee 
The  palm  and  crown  of  victory. 


2  Come,  ever-blessed  Spirit,  come, 
And  make  thy  servants"  hearts  thy  home; 
May  each  a  living  temple  be, 
Hallowed  for  ever,  Lord,  to  thee; 
Enrich  that  temple's  holy  shrine 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace  divine, 
AVith  wisdom,  light  and  knowledge  bless. 
Strength,  counsel,  fear  and  godliness. 


DUEE  STREET 
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Hatton. 


L.  M. 
1.  'Tis    by   the  faith  of      joys    to  come     We    walk  thro'  des  -  erts    dark     as    night; 
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Till    we   ar  -  rive    at 


heav'n,  our    home,    Faith    is  our  guide,      and  faith  our 
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/I  Q  /I     "We  walk  by  faith."— 2  Cor.  5 :  7. 

^Ol  Watts. 

'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 
We  walk  through  deserts  dark  as  night; 

Till  we  arrive  at  heaven,  our  home. 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies; 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear; 


Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

2  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through, 
While  faith  inspires  a  heavenly  ray;  ^ 

Though  lions  roar,  and  tempests  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  till  the  way. 


3ncentiue$  to  Courage. 


SAMSON.    L.  M. 


Arr.  from  Handel 
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1.  Fight     the  good  fight  with  all   thy  might,  Christ  is    thy  strength,  and  Christ  thy  right; 
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Lay       hold    on    life,    and 


it    shall  be       Thy     joy    and  crown  e    -     ter  -  nal  -  ly. 
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J     S.    B     MONSELL. 


Fight  the  ^ood  fight  with  all  thy  might, 
Christ  is  thy  strength,  and  Christ  thy  right; 
Lay  hold  on  life,  and  it  shall  be 
Thy  joy  and  crown  eternally. 

2  Run  the  straight  race  through  God's  good 

grace. 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  seek  his  face; 
Life  with  its  ways  before  us  lies, 
Christ  is  the  path,  and  Christ  the  prize. 

3  Cast  care  aside,  lean  on  thy  Guide; 
His  boundless  mercy  will  provide; 
Trust,  and  thy  trusting  soul  shall  prove 
Christ  is  its  life,  and  Christ  its  love. 

4  Faint  not  nor  fear,  his  arms  are  near; 
He  changeth  not,  and  thou  art  dear; 
Only  believe,  and  thou  shalt  see 

That  Christ  is  all  in  all  to  thee. 
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Uphold  me,  Lord." — Psalm  9. 


Lytk. 


Uphold  me,  Lord,  too  prone  to  stray, 
Uphold  me  in  thy  narrow  way; 
From  sin  and  folly  bid  me  flee, 
And  turn  from  all  who  turn  from  thee. 

2  The  cloud  and  pillar  of  thy  word. 
Be  this  my  guide,  my  comfort,  Lord, 


By  day,  by  night,  at  hand  to  bless. 
And  lead  me  through  the  wilderness. 
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"  Our  City  yet  to  come." — Hch.  13 :  14. 

Thomas  Kelly. 

"  We've  no  abiding  city  here: " 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home; 

But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer, 
"  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

2  "  We've  no  abiding  city  here, ' 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 

Zion  its  name,  the  Lord  is  there. 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

3  Zion!  Jehovah  is  her  strength! 
Secure  she  smiles  at  all  her  foes; 

And  weary  travellers  at  length 
Within  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

4  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love. 
Where  pilgrims  freed   from    toil  are 

Had  1  the  pinions  of  the  dove,        [blest; 
I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 

5  But  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine! 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best: 

While  here,  to  do  his  will  be  mine. 
And  his  to  fix  my  time  of  rest. 


iThe  iChristian. 


ST.  THOMAS.    S.  M. 
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1.  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise,  And  put  your  armor  ou— Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies  Thro'  his  eternal  Son 


1  QC  Eph.  6:  10-17. 

•±»JO  C.  Wesley. 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on — 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 

Through  his  eternal  Son — 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
And  in  his  mighty  power: 

Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts, 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  his  great  might, 
AVith  all  his  strength  endued; 

But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God; 

4  That,  having  all  things  done, 
And  all  your  conflicts  past, 

Ye  may  o'ercome,  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  entire  at  last. 


/1*>0     "Lay  aside  every  tveigM.''—Heb.  12:  1. 
^*^*y  L.Swain. 

My  soul,  it  is  thy  God 

Who  calls  thee  by  his  grace; 
]M  ow  loose  thee  from  each  cumbering  load, 

And  bend  thee  to  the  race. 

2  Make  thy  salvation  sure; 
All  sloth  and  slumber  shun: 

Nor  dare  a  moment  rest  secure, 
Till  thou  the  goal  hast  won. 

3  Thy  crown  of  life  hold  fast; 
Thy  heart  with  courage  stay; 

Nor  let  one  trembling  glance  be  cast 
Along  the  backward  way. 

4  Thy  path  ascends  the  skies. 
With  conquering  footsteps  bright; 

And  thou  shalt  win  and  wear  the  prize 
In  everlasting  light. 


LABAN.    S.  M. 
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1.  My  soul !  be  on  thy  guard;  Ten  thousand  foes  arise;  The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard  To  draw  thee  from  the  skies, 
■0"0-0-    •<9-    ■«»-    -M-^M..^. 


'  Watch  and  pray." — Mark  14 


38. 
Heath 
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My  soull  be  on  thy  guard; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray  I 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 

Eenew  it  boldly  every  day. 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down; 

Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  (xod! 

He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 


4.J.1      "So  fight  /•"— 1  Cor.  9:  26. 

^^-■-  L  Swain. 

My  soul!  weigh  not  thy  life 
Against  thy  heavenly  crown, 

Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong. 
Hold  on  the  fearful  fight; 

And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

3  The  battle  soon  will  yield. 
If  thou  thy  part  fulfill; 

For,  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield. 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine. — 
Thy  feet  with  victory  shod; 

And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  of  God! 


GANGES.    C.  P.  M. 


3ncentiues  to  itourage. 


S.  Chakdleb. 
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1.  rear  not,  0     lit-  tie  flock,  the  foe  "Who  mad- 17  seeks  your    0 -verthrow;  Dread  not  his  rage  and  pow'r; 


What  the'  your  conr-age  sometimes  faints!  This  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints  Lasts'.but'a   lit  -  tie  hour. 
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"  lerjcipe  nicht."       Altenburg. 

Miss  Winkworth,  /?-. 

Fear  not,  ()  little  flock,  the  foe 
Who  madly  seeks  your  overthrow; 

Dread  not  his  rage  and  power: 
What  tho'  your  courage  sometimes  faintsi 
This  seeming  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  hour. 
2  Fear  not!  be  strong!  your  cause  belongs 
To  him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs; 

Leave  all  to  him,  your  Lord: 

GOODWIN".    7s&6s. 


Though  hidden  yet  from  mortal  eyes, 
Salvation  shall  for  you  arise: 

He  girdeth  on  his  sword! 
3  As  sure  as  God's  own  promise  stands, 
Not  earth  nor  hell  with  all  their  bands 

Against  us  shall  prevail: 
The  Lord  shall  mock  them  from  his  throne; 
God  is  with  us,  we  are  his  own: 

Our  vict'ry  cannot  fail. 
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G.  J.  Webb. 
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stand  up!— stand  up  for  Je  -  sus!  Ye 


soldiers  of  the  cross;  Lift  high  his  roy-  al 
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ban-ner. 


It  mustnotsuflfer   loss:  From vic-t'ryun- to     vie -fry 


His 
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army  shall  he    lead, 

I       I 


Till 


And  Christ  is  Lord  in-deed. 
i  i  Q  "Sta»d  therefore"— Eph.  6:  13. 

TtiO  G     DUFFIELD. 

Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner. 

It  must  not  suffer  loss: 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead. 
Till  every  "foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up!— stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 


Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
I'ut  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 
3  Stand  up!— stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be: 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally! 


Che  ithnstian. 


ST.  GERTRUDE,    lis. 


Arr.  frnm  Su:  t.ivan. 
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1.  Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Je-sas    go-ing  on  be-fore; 
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Christ  the  roy-al  Mas -ter  leads  against  the  foe;  Forward  in-  to  bat  -  tie,  see  his  banners  go. 
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Refrain.— Onward.  &c.  [Two  lines  of  first  stanza.] 
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Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war,  "With  the  cross  of  Je-sus  go-ing  on    be-fore. 
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"Valianl  in  fight." 
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■j:"dt"db  S.  Baring  Gould. 

OxNWARD,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  Forward  through  the  desert,  through  the 

to  war  ^'^'^  ^^^^  hght: 

AVith  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on  before;  Jordan  tiows  before  us,  Zion  beams  witt 
Christ  the  royal  Master  leads  against  the  hght. 

■T^  li    -4-     v,  4-*!  V,-,  i„        -„  „^  2  Forward,  when   in   childhood   buds   the 

Forward  mto  battle,  see  his  banners  go.  infant  mind- 

'^  '  All  through   youth   and   manhood,  not    a 

2  At  the  sign  of  triumph  Satan's  host  doth  thought  behind; 

rtee;  Speed  through  realms  of  nature,  climb  the 
On,  then.  Christian  soldiers,  on  to  victory:  stejis  of  grace; 

Hell's  foundations  quiver  at  the  shout  of  Faint  not,  till  in  glory  gleams  our  Father's 

praise;  face. 

Brothers,  lift   your  voices,  loud  your  an-  Forward,    all    the    life-time,    climb    from 

thems  raise.  "  height  to  height: 

„  T  •,  •   U4-  *u    /-.u       u  Till  the  head  be  hoary,  till  the  eve  be  light, 

3  Like  a  mighty  army  moves  the  Church  •"  ^ 

of  God;  3  Forward,  fiock  of  Jesus,  salt  of  all  the 
Brothers,  we  are  treading  where  the  saints  earth; 

have  trod.  Till  each  yearning  purpose  spring  to  glo- 
We  are  not  divided,  all  one  body  we,  rious  birth: 

One  in  hope  and  doctrine,  one  in  charity.  sick,  they  ask  for  healing,  blind,  they  grope 

4  Crowns    and   thrones  may  perish,  king-  ^     ^or  c^ay;  •■,,,. 

doms  rise  and  wane  Pour  upon  the  nations  wisdom  s  loving  ray. 

But  the   Church  of   Jesus   constant   will  Forward  out  of  error,  leave  behind    the 

Gatelo'f^hell  can  never  "gainst  that  Church  Forwanl 'through  the    darkness,   forward 

prevail;  '"to  light! 

We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  and  that  ^  ^^^^^.^^  ^  l^^j^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^.^^ 

cannot  fail.  pared 

Air'  The  Glorious  City.  By  the  souls  that  love  him  one  day  to  be 

■^4*3  Henry  Alford.  shared" 

Forward!    be  our  watchword,  hearts  and  Eye  hath  not  beheld  them,  ear  hath  never 

voices  joined;  heard; 

Seek  the  things  before  us,  not  a  look  be-  Nor    of    these    hath    uttered    thought   or 

hind;  speech  a  word: 

Burns  the  fiery  pillar  at  our  army's  head;  Forward,   marching  eastward   where    the 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking,  by  our  Cap-  heaven  is  bright. 

tain  led  V  Till  the  vail  be  lifted,  till  our  faith  be  sight! 


FORWARD,    lis. 


J.  A.  l)EMtTH. 
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3ncentiue$  to  itourage. 
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1.  Forward !  be  our  watchword,  hearts  and  voices  joined;  Seek  the  things  before  us,  not  a  look  behind ; 
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Burns  the  fier-y    pillar  at  our  army' s  head ;  Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking  by  our  Captain  led  ? 
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Forward  thro'  the  desert,  thro'  the  toil  and  fight :  Jordan  flows  before  us,  Zion  beams  with  light  \ 
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PAUL.    10. 11  &  12. 
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1.  Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest ;  Watch  for  day,  Christian,  when  night  is  longest  i  Onward  and 
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on-  ward  still   be   thine  en  -  deav  -  or ;   The   rest    that  re-main  -  eth  en  -  dur  -  eth  for  -  ev  -    er. 
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J  /| /^  "Press  toward  the  mark." 

A  A"  Stammers. 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is  He  who  hath  promisM  faltereth  never; 

strongest;  Oh,  trust   in   the   love   that  endureth  for- 
Watch  for  day,  Christian,  when  night  is  ever! 

f*,T„rowf  olri  r^r,TTrorr1  otiMi  u^  f Ki r,o  or^ri^oTr^,.  3  Lift  the  cve.  Christian,  just  as  it  closeth; 

Onward  and  onward  still  be  thine  endeavor  T>„i„„  ^u^   i'f   (Christian   prp    it    rpnns- 
The  rest  that  remaineth  endureth  forever.  gt^  <-hristian,  ere    it    repos- 

2  Fight  the  fight,  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'er  Nothing  thy  soul  from  thy  Saviour  shall 

thee;  sever; 

]Uin  the  race.  Christian,  heaven  is  before  Soon  shalt  thou  mount  upward  to  praise 

thee;  him  forever. 


Che  iChristian. 


CHRISTMAS.    C.  M. 


Handel. 


1.  Am 


a     sol  -  dier    of       the    cross,    A 


fol-l'wer    of     the       Lamb?     And 
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shall  I  fear    to    own  his  cause,  Or     hlush  to  speak  his  name  1    Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  1 
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'  Fight  the  good  fight." —Y  Tim.  6  :  12 


Watts 


Ileb.  12:  1,2. 


Doddridge. 


Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  V 
And  shall  1  fear  to  own  his  cause, 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  rtowery  beds  of  ease, 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 
Must  1  not  stem  the  flood  V 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace 
To  help  me  on  to  God  V 

4  Sure  I  must  tight  if  I  would  reign: 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord  I 

1"11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


HUMMEL.    C.  M. 
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Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve. 

And  press  with  vigor  on: 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 

A  bright,  immortal  crown.' 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey: 

Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way, 

3  'Tis  God's  all  animating  voice. 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high; 

'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

4  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee. 
Have  1  my  race  begun, 

And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 
I'll  lay  my  honors  down". 

Charles  Zeuner. 


1,  The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war,  A  kingly  crown  to  gain ;  His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar : 

Who  follows  in  his  train  7 
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/I  JO  "  To  him  that  overcometh." 

Tb"itf  Heber. 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

A  kingly  crown  to  gain; 
His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar:  ] 

Who  follows  in  his  train':* 

2  Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe. 
Triumphant  over  pain, 

Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below — 
He  follows  in  his  train. 

3  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 
Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 


Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 
And  called  on  him  to  save: 

4  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few. 
On  whom  the  Spirit  came — 

Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew, 
And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 

5  They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  heaven 
Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain: 

O  God!  to  us  may  grace  be  given 
To  follow  in  their  train! 


MAITLAND.    C.  M 

.if. 


Ulorh. 


G.  N.  Allek. 
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1.  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone,  And  all  the  world  go  free  7  No !  there's  a  cross  for  ev'ry  one, 

And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 
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"  £ear  <te  cross  after  Jesus." 


T.  Shepherd. 
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Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No:  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 

And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  Disowned  on  earth,  'mid  griefs  and  cares. 
He  led  his  toilsome  way; 

But  now  in  heaven  a  crown  he  wears, 
And  reigns  in  endless  day. 

3  How  happy  are  the  saints  above 
Who  once  went  sorrowing  here; 

But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

4  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 
Till  from  the  cross  set  free, 

And  then  go  home,  my  crown  to  wear. 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 

*  Alt.  and  second  stanza 
added  by  G.  N.  Allen. 

ROCKINGHAM.    L.  M. 

I         I 


Hebrews  11. 


Nebdham. 
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KiSE,  O  my  soul,  pursue  the  path 

By  ancient  worthies  trod; 
Aspiring,  view  those  holy  men 

Who  lived  and  walked  with  God. 

2  Though  dead,  they  speak  in  reason's  ear, 
And  in  example  live; 

Their  faith,  and  hope,  and  mighty  deeds 
Still  fresh  instruction  give. 

3  'Twas  through  the  Lamb's  most  precious 
They  conquered  every  foe;  [blood 

And  to  his  power  and  matchless  grace 
Their  crowns  of  life  they  owe. 

4  Lord!  may  I  ever  keep  in  view 
The  patterns  thou  hast  given, 

And  ne'er  forsake  the  blessM  road 
That  led  them  safe  to  heaven. 


L,  Mason. 
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1.  Go,      la-bor     on;  spend  and    be  spent— Thy     joy     to     do 
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the      Fa-ther's  will: 
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It        is     the  way      the     Mas-ter  went;  Should  not   the    ser  -  vant    tread    it    still? 
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"  In  due  season  we  shall  reap." 


T 
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Gal.  6 :  9. 

BONAR. 


Go,  labor  on  ;  spend  and  be  spent — 
Thy  joy  to  do  thy  Father's  will : 

It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 
Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still? 

2  Go,  labor  on;  'tis  not  for  naught; 

Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain; 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not; 

The  Master  praises. — what  are  men  V 


3  Toil  on, — faint  not;  keep  watch  and  pray; 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win; 

Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

4  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home; 

Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  bridegroom's  voice. 
The  midnight  peal :  "Behold,  I  come!" 


iThe  il^hristian. 


THATCHER.    S,  M. 


Handel. 


1.  Acharge  tokeep  Ihave,  A  God  to  glo-ri- fy  I  A  nev-er-dy-ingsonl    to  save,  And  fit  it     for  the    sky. 
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Matt.  25  :  14-10. 


C.  Wesley. 


A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 
My  calling  to  fufill; — 

Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live; 

And  oh!  thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  watch  and  pray. 
And  on  thyself  rely; 

Assured,  if  1  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

SCHUMANN.    S.M. 


4K  J_  Eccles  11 :  6. 

*J^  Montgomery. 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed; 

Broad  cast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  Then  duly  shall  appear 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain; 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist  and  dry 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end. 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come. 

The  angel  reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  sing  "  Harvest  Home." 
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Schumann. 
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1,  A  charge  to  keep  I  have,  A   God  to  glori  -  fy; 
•<s>-'    ,-0-  -«p>*-     ^ 


;         A  never-dying  soul  to  save,  And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 


VIGILATE.    P.  M. 


W.  H.  Monk. 
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1,  Christian!  seek  not  yet  repose,  Cast  thy  dreams  of  ease  away,  Thon  art  in  the  midst  of  foes !  "Watch  and  pray." 
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^ctjfj  Charlotte  Elliott. 

Christian!  seek  not  yet  repose. 
Cast  thy  dreams  of  ease  away, 
Thou  art  in  the  midst  of  foes: 
"Watch  and  pray." 

2  Gird  thy  heavenly  armor  on. 
Wear  it  ever,  night  and  day; 

Ambushed  lies  the  evil  one: 
"  Watch  and  pray." 

3  Hear  the  victors  who  o'ercame; 
Still  they  mark  each  warrior's  way; 


All  with  one  sweet  voice  exclaim, 
"  Watch  and  pray." 

4  Hear,  above  all,  hear  thy  Lord, 
Him  thou  lovest  to  obey; 

IHde  within  thy  heart  his  word, 
"  Watch  and  pray.'' 

5  AVatch,  as  if  on  that  alone 
Hung  the  issue  of  the  day; 

Fray  that  help  may  be  sent  down: 
"  Watch  and  pray.'' 


Befuge. 


KENT.  (DEVONSHIRE.)    L.  M. 


J.  F.  LAitPK. 
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1.  When,  doom'd  to    death,  th'a  -  pos  -  tie  lay      At     night  in    Her-  od's    dan-geon  cell, 
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light  shone  round  him      like  the    day.     And   from  his  limbs  the       fetters    fell. 
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4:00  Bryant. 

When,  doomed  to  death,  th'  apostle  lay 
At  night  in  Herod's  dungeon  cell, 

A  light  shone  round  him  like  the  day, 
And  from  his  limbs  the  fetters  fell. 

2  A  messenger  from  God  was  there, 
To  break  his  chain  and  bid  him  rise; 

And  lo!  the  saint,  as  free  as  air, 
Walked  forth  beneath  the  open  skies. 

3  Chains  yet  more  strong  and  cruel  bind 
.  The  victims  of  that  deadly  thirst 


^^m 


Which  drowns  the  soul,  and  from  the  mind 
Blots  the  bright  image  stamped  at  tirst. 

4  O  God  of  love  and  mercy,  deign 
To  look  on  those  with  pitying  eye 

AVho  struggle  with  that  fatal  chain, 
And  send  them  succor  from  on  highl 

5  Send  down,  in  its  resistless  might, 
Thy  gracious  Spirit,  we  implore, 

And  lead  the  captive  forth  to  light, 
A  rescued  soul,  a  slave  no  more! 


CRUCIFIXION.    S.  M. 


F.  W.  Mills. 
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I         I  II., 

1,  Lord  Jesus,  thiak  on  me,  And  purge  away  my  sin ;  From  earth-born  passions  set  me  free,  And  make  me  pure  within. 


/I  K^  Synesius. 

^*J  4  Allen  W.  Chatfield,  ir. 

Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 

And  purge  away  my  sin; 
From  earth-born  passions  set  me  free, 

And  make  me  pure  within. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me 
With  many  a  care  oppressed, 

Let  me  thy  loving  servant  be, 
And  taste  thy  promised  rest. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me 
Nor  let  me  go  astray; 

Through  darkness  and  perplexity 
Point  thou  the  heavenly  way. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
That,  when  the  Hood  is  passed, 

I  may  the  eternal  brightness  see. 
And  share  thy  joy  at  last. 


TtOo  Charles  Wesley. 

Tiiou  very  present  aid 

In  suffering  and  distress! 
The  soul,  which  still  on  thee  is  stayed, 

Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul,  by  faith  reclined 
On  the  lledeemer's  breast, 

'Midst  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fly. 
Doth  all  my  wishes  fill; 

In  vain  tlie  creature  streams  are  dry; 
1  have  the  Fountain  still. 

4  Stripped  of  my  earthly  friends, 
I  find  them  all  in  One, 

And  peace,  and  joy  that  never  ends, 
And  heaven,  in  Christ  alone. 


ST.  ANDREW.    6s.  5s.  D 


Che  ithristian. 


4  »XCfc  Andrew  of  Crete. 

^tOtF  John  Mason  Neale,  tr. 

Christian,  dost  thou  see  them 

On  the  holy  ground, 
How  the  powers  of  darkness 

Rage  thy  steps  around  V 
Christian,  "up  and  smite  them. 

Counting  gain  but  loss; 
In  the  strength  that  cometh 

By  the  holy  cross. 

2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them, 

How  they  work  within, 
Striving,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  into  siu  V 
Christian,  never  tremble; 

Never  Ije  down  cast; 
Gird  thee  for  the  battle; 

Thou  Shalt  win  at  last. 


3  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them, 
How  they  speak  thee  fair? 

"Always  fast  and  vigil? 

Always  watch  and  prayer  V  " 
Christian,  answer  boldly, 

"While  1  breathe  1  pray:" 
Peace  shall  follow  battle, 

>,'ight  shall  end  in  day. 

4  "  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  my  servant  true; 
Thou  art  very  weary, 

1  was  weary  too; 

JJut  that  toil  shall  make  thee 
Some  day  all  Mine  own. 

And  the  end  of  sorrow 
Shall  be  near  My  throne." 


ST.  AGNES.    C.  M. 
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1.  Elest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart  Feels  all  another's  paini  To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain :— 


Che  Erring  an6  the  Poor. 


^^/\    "  Blessed  arc  the  merciful.' —Afntl.  5  •  7 
^""  '  Mrs   Barbauld 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain; 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain; — 

2  Whose    breast   expands   with    generous 
A  stranger's  woe  to  feel,  [  warmth, 

And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 
lie  wants  the  power  to  heal, 

3  To  gentle  ottices  of  love 
His  feet  are  never  slow; 

He  views,  through  mercy's  melting  eye, 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

4  He  hears  the  Saviour's  cheering  word, 
"My  peace  to  him  1  give;" 

And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 
His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 


I /it  Gal.  r,:  1.2. 

■*\JX  Miss  Fletchkr. 

Think  gently  of  the  erring  one! 

And  let  us  not  forget, 
However  darkly  stained  by  sin. 

He  is  our  brother  yet. 

2  Heir  of  the  same  inheritance, 
Child  of  the  self -same  God; 

He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  path 
We  have  in  weakness  trod. 

3  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  one. 
Thou  yet  may'st  lead  him  back, 

■With  holy  words  and  tones  of  love. 
From  misery's  thorny  track. 

4  Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinned, 
And  sinful  yet  must  be: 

Deal  gently  with  the  erring  one. 
As  God  has  dealt  with  thee. 


BARBY.    CM. 


Wm.  Tansib. 


•-(5*- 


=I3t=_-iI= 


i=«= 


And     let       our    treas  -  ures 
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still       be    spent, 
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Like    his,       up    -    on       the    poor. 


^/* tr>    "  If  liave  the ponr  alvnys  witli  tjou." 

Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went, 

By  lane  and  cell  obscure. 
And  let  our  treasures  still  be  spent. 

Like  his,  upon  the  poor. 

2  Like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  distress, 
Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 

We,  in  their  gloomy  loneliness, 
W'ould  seek  the  desolate. 

3  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 
In  this  wide  world  of  ill; 

And  that  thy  followers  may  be  tried, 
The  poor  are  with  us  still. 

4  Small  are  the  offerings  we  can  make; 
Yet  thou  hast  taught  us.  Lord, 

If  eiven  for  the  Saviour's  sake, 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 
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DODDRIDGK. 
E    OSLER. 

Fountain  of  good,  to  own  thy  love 

Our  thankful  iiearts  incline: 
What  can  we  render  Lord  to  thee. 

When  all  the  worlds  are  thine? 

2  But  thou  hast  needy  brethren  here. 
Partakers  of  thy  grace, 

AVhose  names  thou  wilt  thyself  confess 
Before  the  Father's  face. 

3  In  each  sad  accent  of  distress 
Thv  pleading  voice  is  heard; 

In  them  thou  may'st  be  clothed  and  fed, 
And  visited,  and  cheered. 

4  Help  us  then.  Lord,  thy  yoke  to  wear, 
And  joy  to  do  thy  will; 

Each  other's  burdens  gladly  bear, 
And  love's  sweet  law  fulfil. 


iThe  Seaman. 


CARDIFF.    12s. 


Sri. I.IVAN. 
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1>  When  thro'  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming,  When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming, 
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Nor  hope  lends  a  ray  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish,    We    fly   toonr  Maker!— "Help,  Lord,  or  we  per  -  ish! ' 
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415-4  Heber 

When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tern-  Now,  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 

pest  is  streaming,  Who  cries  in  his  anguish,  "  Help,  Lord,  or 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  we  perish!" 

is  gleaming. 

Nor  hope  lends  a  ray  the  poor  seaman  to  3  And.  oh,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion 

cherish,  jg  ragino" 

We  fly  to  our  Maker:— "Help,  Lord,  or  we  ^vhen  sin  in  our  hearts  its  wild  warfare  is 

perish!  waging, 

2  O  Jesus,  once  rocked  on  the  breast  of  the  Arise   in   thy  strength,   thy   redeemed    to 

billow,  cherish; 

Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  thy  Rebuke  the  destroyer:  "Help,  Lord,  or  we 

pillow,  '  perish!" 


PARK  STREET.    L.  M. 


Fred.  M.  A.  VExr.^ 
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1.  Once  on  the      rag  -  ing     seas     I    ro 
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The  storm  was  loud,  the     night    was  dark  \    The    0  -  cean 
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yawned,  and  rudely  blowed  The  wind  that  tossed  my  fonnd'ring  hark:  The  wind  that  tossed  my  fonnd'ring  bark. 
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/I  /*  ^     ■'  ]Vhen  they  saw  the  star,  they  rejoiced." 
^V>»J  H    K.  White. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode:  3  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all: 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark;  It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease; 

The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed  And  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall 

The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark.  It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

2  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze;  4  Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 

Death-struck.  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem;  I'll  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem. 

When  suddenly  a  star  arose!  Forever  and  forevermore. 

It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem.  The  Star— the  Sta^  of  Bethlehem. 


HARBOR.    6.6.6.6.8.8 
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lUhe  Seaman. 


Sullivan. 


1.  Safe  home,  safe  home  in  port  .'Bent  cordage,  shattered  deck.  Torn  sails,  provisions  short.  And  only 
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a    wreck:  But  oh  I  the  joy  up- on  the  shore  To  tell  our  voyage  per 
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/I  /^/^  St.  Joseph  the  Hymnogkapher. 

TtlJO  J.  M    Neale,  tr. 

Safe  home,  safe  home  in  porti 
Rent  cordage,  shattered  deck, 

Torn  sails,  provisions  short, 
And  only  not  a  wreck: 

But  oh!  the  joy  upon  the  shore 

To  tell  our  voyage  perils  o'er! 

2  The  prize,  the  prize  securel 

The  warrior  nearly  fell; 
Bare  ail  he  could  endure, 

And  bare  not  always  well: 
But  he  may  smile  at  troubles  gone 
Who  sets  the  victor-garland  on. 

WAVE.    Ss.  7s&4. 
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3  No  more  the  foe  can  harm; 
No  more  of  leaguered  camp. 

And  cry  of  night  alarm, 

And  need  of  ready  lamp: 
And  yet  how  nearly  had  he  failed — 
How  nearly  had  that  foe  prevailed. 

4  The  exile  is  at  home! 

O  nights  and  days  of  tears, 
O  longings  not  to  roam, 

O  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears: 
AVhat  matter  now  this  bitter  fray? 
The  King  has  wiped  those  tears  away. 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Star  of  peace !  to  wand'rers  weary.  Bright  the  beams  that  smile  on  me ;  Cheer  the  pi  -  lot's 
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vis  -  ion  dreary. 
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Far,  far  at  sea.  Cheer  the  pilors  vis 
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ion  dreary.      Far,   far  at  sea. 


^/^"T  "  The  bright  and  morni7ig  Star."-Rev.  22:  16. 
^"  •  Mrs.  Simpson. 

Star  of  peace!  to  wanderers  weary, 

Bright  the  beams  that  smile  on  me; 
II :  Cheer  the  pilot's  vision  dreary, 
Far,  far  at  sea.  :|| 

2  Star  of  hope!  beam  on  the  billow, 
Bless  the  soul  that  sighs  for  thee; 
II :  Bless  the  sailor's  lonely  pillow. 
Far,  far  at  sea.  :j| 


3  Star  of  faith!  when  winds  are  mocking 
All  his  toil,  he  tiies  to  thee; 

II :  Save  him,  on  the  billows  rocking, 
Far,  far  at  sea.  : 

4  Star  divine!  oh,  safely  guide  him, — 
Bring  the  wanderer  home  to  thee! 

Ij:  Sore  temptations  long  have  tried  him, 
Far,  far  at  sea.  :,\ 


TBUST.    8s.  7s. 


iThe  iChurch. 


Arr.  from  Mendelssohn. 
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1.  Lo!     the     faith  that  cross'd  the 


cean    West-ward  with  the 
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grim  band, 
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A  AC    "  These  from  the  land  of  Sinim."—Ina.  49  :  12. 

^VfO  S.  WOLCOTT. 

Lo!  the  faith  which  crossed  the  ocean 

Westward  with  the  Pilgrim  band, 
Throbbing  with  unquenched  devotion, 

Westward  crosses  now  the  land* 
2  Rocky  ramparts  swiftly  scaling. 

Westward  o'er  the  world's  highway, 
Now  the  other  ocean  hailing, 

Fronts  the  gateway  of  Cathayl 

WORTHING.    8s&7s. 


3  Onward  still,  thy  glorious  mission, 
Westward  still  thy  radiance  pour, 

Till  the  prophet's  glowing  vision 
Burst  upon  the  sea  and  shore: 

4  Till,  from  ransomed  souls  rejoicing. 
Swells  the  anthem  o'er  the  seas; 

Heaven  and  earth  their  gladness  voicing, 
"Lo,  from  land  of  Sinim  these!" 

_SCHULTZ. 
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J.AQ  2  Cor.  4  : 

*±0*7  C.  Wesley. 

Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 
Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 

Rise  on  us,  thyself  revealing, 
Rise  and  chase  the  clouds  beneath. 

2  Thou,  of  heaven  and  earth  Creator! 
In  our  deepest  darkness  rise; 

Scatter  all  the  night  of  nature; 
Pour  the  day  upon  our  eyes. 

3  Come  and  manifest  the  favor 
Thou  hast  for  our  ransomed  race; 

Come,  thou  glorious  (lod  and  Saviour, 
Come,  and  bring  the  gospel  grace. 

4  By  thine  all-sufficient  merit, 
Every  burdened  soul  release; 

Every  weary,  wandering  spirit 
Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace. 


I  I  i  I         '^ ' 

4'^f\    "Bring  ye  nil  the  tithes."— Mai.  3  :  10. 
*  "  Francis. 

With  my  substance  I  will  honor 
My  Redeemer  and  my  Lord; 

Were  ten  thousand  worlds  my  manor. 
All  were  nothing  to  his  word. 

2  While  the  heralds  of  salvation 
His  unbounding  grace  proclaim. 

Let  his  friends  in  every  station 
Gladly  join  to  spread  his  fame, 

3  Be  his  kingdom  now  promoted; 
Let  the  earth  her  Monarch  know; 

Be  my  all  to  him  devoted; 
To  my  Lord  my  all  1  owe. 

4  Praise  the  Saviour,  all  ye  nations! 
Praise  him,  all  ye  hosts  above! 

Shout,  with  joyful  acclamations, 
His  divine,  victorious  love! 


3^issions. 


MISSION  SONG.    8s  &  la.  D. 
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1.  Hark!  the  voice  of    Je  -  sns  cry-ing,  Who  will  go  and  work  to  -day  7  Fields  are  ripe,  the  har-vest  waiting, 
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I  D.  S.— Who  will  answer,  glad  -  ly  say-ing  \ 
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Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  a-way  7  Lond  and  long  the  Mas-ter  call-eth,Eich  re-ward  he    of-fersfreei 
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Here   am     I,  send  me,  send  me." 
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4-71     "Son,  go  work  to-day. "—Matt.  21 :  28. 

^  •  -I-  Daniel  March. 

Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying, 

Who  will  go  and  work  to-day  V 
Fields  are  ripe,  the  harvest  waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  V 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying: 

"Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me," 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 
And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 

You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer. 
You  can  help  them  at  your  door; 

If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels. 
If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 

You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 
You  can  say  he  died  for  all. 

3  AVhile  the  souls  of  men  are  dying. 
And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 

Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying: 
"There  is  nothing  1  can  do!  " 

Gladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you, 
Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be; 

Answer  quickly  when  he  calleth: 
"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me." 

472 

Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations. 

Fruitful  let  thy  sorrows  be; 
By  thy  pain  and  consolations 

Draw  the  gentiles  unto  thee. 
Of  thy  cross  the  wondrous  story, 

Be  it  to  the  nations  told; 
Let  them  see  thee  in  thy  glory 

And  thy  mercy  manifold. 

2  Far  and  wide,  though  all  unknowing. 
Pants  for  thee  each  mortal  breast; 

Human  tears  for  thee  are  tlowing, 
Human  hearts  in  thee  would  rest. 


A.  C.  CoxE. 
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Thirsting  as  for  dews  of  even. 
As  the  new-mown  grass  for  rain; 

Thee  they  seek,  as  God  of  heaven, 
Thee  as  Man  for  sinners  slain. 

3  Saviour,  lo!  the  isles  are  waiting, 

Stretched  the  hand,  and  strained  the  sight 
For  thy  Spirit,  new  creating 

Love's  pure  tiame  and  wisdom's  light. 
Give  the  Avord!  and  of  the  preacher 

Speed  the  foot,  and  touch  the  tongue, 
Till  on  earth  by  every  creature 

Glory  to  the  Lamb  be  sung. 

^  '   *J  H.  DOWNTON. 

Lord,  her  watch  thy  Church  is  keeping; 

When  shall  earth  thy  rule  obey? 
When  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping? 

When  shall  break  the  promised  day? 
See  the  whitening  harvest  languish, 

Waiting  still  the  laborer's  toil; 
Was  it  vain,  thy  Son's  deep  anguish? 

Shall  the  strong  retain  the  spoil? 

2  Tidings,  sent  to  every  creature. 
Millions  yet  have  never  heard; 

Can  they  hear  without  a  preacher? 

Lord  Almighty,  give  the  word: 
Give  the  word!  in  every  nation 

Let  the  gosi)el  trumjjet  sound. 
Witnessing  a  world's  salvation 

To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

3  Then  the  end:  thy  Church  completed. 
All  thy  chosen  ga'thered  in, 

With  their  King  in  glory  seated, 
Satan  bound,  and  banished  sin; 

Gone  forever,  parting,  weeping, 
Hunger,  sorrow,  death,  and  pain; — 

Lo!  her  watch  thy  Church  is  keeping; 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  to  reign. 


FIAT  IiUX.    6.  6.  4.  6.  6.  6.  4. 


Che  il^hurch. 
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1.  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ;  The  world  to  Christ  we  bring  With  loving  zeal:— The  poor,  and 
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them  that  mourn,  The  faint  and    o-verborne,  Sin-sick  and  sorrow-worn,  Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 


■  Ihe  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth." 

Ps.  2:8.  S.  WoLCOTT. 
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Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  loving  zeal: — 
The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn, 
The  faint  and  overborne, 
Sin-sick  and  sorrow-worn, 

Whom  Christ  doth  heal. 

2  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  fervent  prayer: — 
The  wayward  and  the  lost. 
By  restless  passion  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost, 

From  dark  despair. 

3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing; 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring 

With  one  accord— 
With  us  the  work  to  share, 
With  us  reproach  to  dare. 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear, 

For  Christ  our  Lord. 


ITALIAN  HYMN.    63  &  4 


4^  K     "The  Lnmb  thai  was  slain." — Bev.  5 :  12. 
t  O  J   Allen. 

Gloky  to  God  on  high! 
Let  heaven  and  earth  reply, 

"Praise  ye  his  name!" 
His  love  and  grace  adore 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore; 
Sing  loud  for  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

2  While  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name, — 
Ye,  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  his  dear  name  abroad, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb!  " 

3  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  race. 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless: 

Praise  ye  his  name! 
In  him  we  will  rejoice. 
And  make  a  joyful  noise, 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 


r.  GlARDINI. 


1.  Glo-ry    to    God     onhigh!  Letheav'nandearthreply,"Praiseye  hisnameI"Hi3loveand 
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erace     a-dore  Who  all    our  sor-rows  bore;  Sing  loud  for  ev  -  ermore,"  Worthy  the  Lamb!" 


3¥li$sion$. 


A_'7£\    "  Keep  not  silence." — Isa.  62 :  6. 

Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad! 
Bear  ye  the  word  of  God 

Through  the  wide  world: 
Tell  what  our  Lord  hath  done; 
Tell  how  the  day  was  won, 
And  from  his  lofty  throne 

Satan  is  hurled. " 
2  Far  over  sea  and  land, 
'Tis  our  Lord's  own  command, 

Bear  ye  his  name: 

ST.  GODRIC.    6.  6.  6.  6.  8.  8. 


Bear  it  to  every  shore; 
Kegious  unknown  explore; 
Enter  at  every  door— 

Silence  is  shame. 
3  Ye,  who,  forsaking  all 
At  your  loved  Master's  call. 

Comforts  resign, 
Soon  will  the  work  be  done; 
Soon  will  the  prize  be  won; 
Brighter  than  yonder  sun 

Then  shall  v"e  shine. 


Dykes. 
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1.  Blow  ye   the  trum- pet,  blow,    The  glad- ly     solemn  sound !    Let  all  the  nations  know, 
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To  earth's  remotest  bound:  The  year  of  jubilee  is  come;  Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  homfi. 
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I  ^^"  The  irumpei  of  the  Jubilee." — Lev.  25:  9. 
-±4    4  C.  Wesley. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow, 

The  gladly  solemn  sound! 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
lieturn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home, 
2  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  full  atonement  made: 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest: 


LENOX.    6.6.6.6.8.8 


t-r^r 


Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come; 
ilelurn,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
3  Exalt  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 

To  all  the  world  jjroclaim: 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come: 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


Edson. 
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1,  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow,  The  gladly  solemn  sound!  Let  all  the  nations  know,  To  earth's  remotest  bound; 
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The  year  of  ju-bi  -  lee  is  come;  The  year  of  ju-bi.-  lee  is  come;  Re-turn,  ye  ran-somed  sin-ners,  home. 
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GOODWIN.    7s&es. 


IThe  Church. 
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1.  The  morning  light  is  hreaking,  The  darkness  dis-ap-pears,  The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 
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Pine. 


D.  5.— na-tions  in  com-mo-tion, 
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pen-i-ten-tial  tears ;  Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean  Brings  tidings  from  a-far  _    Of 
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Prepared  for  Zi-on's  war. 

4^70  Tfch.  9:  10. 

<  ^  S.  F.  Smith. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking, 

The  darkness  disappears, 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar 
Of  nations  in  commotion. 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 
Before  the  God  we  love, 

And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above: 
While  sinners  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation. 
Pursue  thy  onward  way, 

Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

!Nor  in  thy  richness  stay; 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  the  Lord  has  come. 


Ill  ♦     J^l      , 
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7s.  6s.  D. 


1,  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed,  Great  David's  greater  Sonl  Hail,  in  the  time  appointed,  His  reign  on  earth  be-gun! 


4'TQ  Psalm  11. 

*  t/  Montgomery. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Sonl 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed. 

His  reign  on  earth  begun! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 
Upon  the  fruitful  earth; 

And  love,  joy^ope,  like  flowers, 
Spring  in  his  path  to  birth; 

Before  him,  on  the  mountains. 
Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go; 

And  Kighteousness,  in  fountains. 
From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  For  him  shall  prayer  imceasing 
And  daily  vows  ascend; 

His  kingdom  still  increasing — 

A  kingdom  without  end: 
O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  rest; 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious, 

All  blessing  and  all  blest! 

Arr.  from  "  Catholic  Hymns." 
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He  comes  to  break  oppression.  To  set  the  captive  free.  To  take  away  transgression,  And  rnle  in  eq  •  ni  -  ty, 
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Jflissions, 


MADISON.    7s.  63.  81. 


R.  Stores  Willis. 


to  the  destin'd      shore;       Thatmanmayisitin  dark-ness   And  death's  black  shade  no  more. 


ii  ^rk  J.   1  ^*.  ^ . 
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^<i/~|    Departure  of  Missionaries. 

^^"  J.  Edmbston. 

Roll  on,  thou  mighty  oceanl 

And,  as  thy  billows  flow, 
Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

To  every  land,  below: 
Arise,  ye  gales!  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness 

And  death's  black  shade  no  more. 

2  O  thou  eternal  Ruler! 

AVho  boldest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean, 

Protect  them  from  all  harm! 
Thy  presence  still  be  with  them. 

Wherever  they  may  be: 
Though  far  from  us  who  love  them, 

Still  let  them  be  with  thee! 

4-5^1     "S^^f^k  forth  into  sinffing." — Isa.44:  23. 
■^^J-  J.  Edmeston. 

When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along  V 
When  hill  and  valley  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended, 

And  him,  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended, 

In  righteousness  to  reign? 


2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply: 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  hallelujah  swelling, 

In  one  eternal  sound! 
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Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled, 
And  be  the  shout,  hosanna. 

Re-echoed  through  the  world, 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue. 
Receive  the  great  salvation. 

And  join  the  happy  fhrong. 

2  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  forever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings! 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor. 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings. 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting. 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise, 
The  hills  and  valleys,  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 


T.  Hastings 


Che  Church. 


MISSIONARY  HYMN.    78  &  6s. 


L.  Mason. 
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4  0*>      "  Thy  salvation  comcth." 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral' strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 
Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 

Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile! 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown: 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone, 

3  Shall  we  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 

Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  y 
Salvation!  O  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim. 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll. 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 
It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole: 

Till,  o'er  our  ransomed  nature. 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


Hkber. 


/I  Q  4    "From  the  river  xinto  the  ends  of  the  earth.' 
^n-*  Ps.  72  :  8. 

The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

Once  more  before  we  part, 
Ring  out  the  joyful  watchword 

From  every  grateful  heart; 
The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

Be  this  our  battle  cry; 
The  Crucified  shall  conquer. 

And  victory  is  nigh. 

2  The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

Its  hearts  and  homes  and  thrones; 
Ring  out  again  the  watchword 

In  loud  and  joyous  tones: 
The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus! 

With  prayer  the  song  we'll  wing. 
And  speed  the  prayer  with  labor, 

Till  earth  shall  crown  him  King. 


Maria  F.  Anderson. 
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Our  country's  voice  is  pleading. 

Ye  men  of  God,  arise! 
His  providence  is  leading, 

The  land  before  you  lies; 
Day  gleams  are  o'er  it  brightening, 

And  promise  clothes  the  soil: 
Wide  fields,  for  harvest  whitening. 

Invite  the  reaper's  toil. 

2  The  love  of  Christ  unfolding. 

Speed  on  from  east  to  west. 
Till  all,  his  cross  beholding. 

In  him  are  fully  blessed. 
Great  Author  of  salvation, 

Haste,  haste  the  glorious  day, 
When  we,  a  ransomed  nation. 

Thy  scepter  shall  obey. 


3¥lissions. 
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1,  On  the  mountain's  top  appear-ing,  Lolthe  Sa-credher-ald  stands.  Welcome  news  to    Zi  -  on  bear-ing, 
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Zi  -  on  long  in   hostile  lands;  Mourning  captive  I  Mourning  captive  I  God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 
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Kelly. 


I  C(l  Nahum  I:  15. 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 

Lo!  the  sacred  herald  stands, 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 

Zion  long  in  hostile  lands: 
Mourning  captive! 
God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful? 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  V 

Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 
Cease  thy  mourning! 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee; 
He  himself  appears  thy  friend; 

All  thy  foes  shall  fiee  before  thee. 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end: 
Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 


I  Q  »-■    "  Thy  kitigdom  come."— Matt.  6  :  10. 
'±0  4  w.  Williams. 

O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness 

Cheered  by  no  celestial  ray; 
Sun  of  Righteousness  arising, 

Bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day: 
Send  the  gospel 
To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

2  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness — 
Grant  them.  Lord,  the  glorious  light; 

Now,  from  eastern  coast  to  western. 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night: 
Let  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day 

3  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  gospel! 
Win  and  conquer, — never  cease; 

May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase: 
Sway  "thy  scepter, 
Saviour!  all'the  world  around. 


ZION.    8s.  78  &  4. 
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T.  Hastings. 
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To    the  earth's  remot- est  bound;  Send  the  go s  -  pel      To    the  earth's  remot- est  bound. 
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IThe  iThurch. 


ORIENT,    lis.  lOs. 


Gounod. 


1.  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zi-on's  glad  morning!  J07  to  the  lands  thatin  darkness  have  lain! 
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Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning;  Zi  -  on  in    tri-umph  begins  her  mild  reign 
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Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  re- 
turning; 
Gentiles    and   Jews    the   blest  vision 
behold. 

3  See,  from  all  lands,  from  the  isles  of 
the  ocean, 
Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high; 
Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  com- 
motion; 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  skyl 


J  CC  Isa-  61:  3. 

jtOO  Hastings. 

Hail  to  the   brightness    of    Zion's    glad 
morning! 
Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have 
lain! 
Hushed    be    the    accents   of   sorrow   and 
mourning; 
Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign. 

2  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad 
morning. 
Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold! 


WESLEY,    lis  &  10s. 


L.  Mason. 


1.  Hail  tothebrightnessof  Zion's  glad  morning!  Joy  to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain! 
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Hushed  be  the  accents  of  sorrow  and  mourning;  Zi  -  on  in  tri-umph  be  gins  her  mild  reign. 
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j^issions. 


•WARRINGTON.    L.  M. 


R.  Harrison. 


1.  Je  -  sas  shall  reign  wher- e'er    the    sua     Doth  his    sac-  oes  -  sive  jour-neys  ran; 


His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to       shore,  Till    moons  shall  wax      and  wane    no  more. 
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Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Doth  his  successive  journeys  run; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

3  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

4  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King: 


Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen  I 

/I  O/^    "  /  tlie  Lord  will  hastai  it."—Isa.  60. 

^^y^  Mks   Vokk. 

Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's! 

2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  be 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee! 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main, 
Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign! 

3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell, 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns! 


CHARI.es   ZEfNER. 


MISSIONARY  CHANT.    L.  M 


1.  Soon  may  the     last  glad  song    a  -  rise  Through  all  the  mil-lions     of       the    skies— 
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That  song  of      tri- umph  which  re  -  cords     That  all    the  earth  is    now     the    Lord's! 
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IThe  il^hurch. 


REPOSE.    Ii.  M. 


F.  R.  Statham. 


jtt-'A  Bryant. 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 
O  God  of  mercy  and  of  might; 

In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray 
Benighted,  in  this  land  of  light. 

2  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen, 

In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea, 
How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 
Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  thee. 

3  Send  forth  thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened  old, 

A  scattered,  homeless  tlock,  till  all 
Be  gathered  to  thy  peaceful  fold. 

4  Send  them  thy  mighty  word  to  speak. 
Till  faith  shall  dawn,  and  doubt  depart, 

To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak, 
And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene, 
That  make  us  sadden  as  we  gaze. 

Shall  grow,  with  living  waters,  green, 
And  lift  to  heaven  the  voice  of  praise. 

MORNING.    78.  D. 


A(\iy    "  6o  ye  into  all  the  world."— Mark  16  :  15. 

IE  Christian  neralds!  go,  proclaim  ! iy-^.^9,4^ 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name-^    'ot   r"' 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there, 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  lire. 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  all  are  o'er. 
Then  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng,  to  fall, 
And  crown  our  Jesus — Lord  of  all  I 

A  OQ        "  '^he  set  time  is  come:'—Ps.  102  :  13. 
^*y*y  Mrs,  Vokh. 

Sovereign  of  worlds!  display  thy  power; 
Be  this  thy  Zion's  favored  hour; 
Bid  the  bright  morning  Star  arise. 
And  point  the  nations  to  the  skies. 

2  Speak!  and  the  world  shall  hear  thy  voice; 
Speak!  and  the  desert  shall  rejoice; 
Scatter  the  gloom  of  heathen  night. 
And  bid  all  nations  hail  the  light. 


Fine. 


Spanish. 
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1.  Watchman,  tell  ns     of  the  night,  What  its  signs  of  promise  are,   Trav'ler  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 
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i>-S.—Trav-'ler,  yes!  it  brings  the  day,   Promised  day  of     Is  -  ra  -  el 


See  that  glo-ry  beaming  star !  Watohmar,  does  its  beauteous  ray    Aught   of  joy    or  hope  foretell? 
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/|Q.|      "  The  morning  cometh.''—Isa.  21 :  11. 

^"'i  BOWRING. 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are: 
Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 

See  that  glory-beaming  star! 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell';:' 
Traveler,  yes:  it  brings  the  day, 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 
2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends: 
Traveler,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

ELTHAM.    7s.  D. 
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Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth? 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own: 

See!  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth! 
3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn: 
Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home: 
Traveler,  lo!  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

Lo!  the  Son  of  God  is  come! 

L.  Mason. 
Fine. 
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Lord,    the    glo-rious  time    When,  be-neath  Mes 
na  -  tion,    ev-'ry   clime,  Shall  the   gos-pel 
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Z>.C— Sa  -  tan     and      his  host  o'erthrown,  Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no 
Mightiestkings  his  pow'r  shall    own,  Hea-then  tribes  his  name  a    - 
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^O  TL     "  Thij  kingdom  come." — Matt.  6 :  10. 
^tJtJ  Miss  Auber. 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  glorious  time 

When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Every  nation,  every  clime, 

Shall  the  gospel  call  obey: 
2  Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own. 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore; 
Satan  and  his  host  o'erthrown. 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 

ST.  NICOLAI.    7s.  D. 


3  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease. 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 

Kighteousness  and  joy  and  peace 
Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign. 

4  Bless,  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord; 
Ever  praise  his  glorious  name; 

All  his  mighty  acts  record; 
All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 


Fine. 
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B.C. 


I  Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee;  Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar,  1  Hallelujah!  for  the  Lord  God  omnipotent 

*■    OrthefuUnessof  the  sea,  When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore.  •'  i  ,^.       shall  reign ! 


D.  C— Hallelnj  ah !  let  the  word  Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 


Montgomery. 


Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee; 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 

W^hen  it  breaks  upon  the  shore. 
2  Hallelujah!  for  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign: 
Hallelujah!  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 


3  Hallelujah! — hark!  the  sound. 
From  the  depths  unto  the  skies, 

Wakes  above,  beneath,  around. 
All  creation's  harmonies. 

4  See  Jehovah's  banner  furled; 
Sheathed  his  sword:  he  speaks — 'tis  donel 

And  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  his  Son. 


BADEA.    S.  M. 
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Che  ithurch. 


German  Melody 


Ih^ 


1.  0  Lord  our  &od !  arise  i  The  cause  of  truth  maintain,  And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world  Extend  her  blessed  reign. 


Wardlaw. 


•4-QT  "  ■^'^'  ^"'^  arise."— Ps.  68. 

O  Lord  our  God!  arise; 

The  cause  of  truth  maintain, 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world 

Extend  her  blessed  reign. 

2  Thou  Prince  of  lifel  arise, 
Nor  let  thy  glory  cease: 

Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  grace, 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 

3  Thou  Holy  GhostI  arise; 
Extend  thy  healing  wing, 

And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

4  O  all  ye  nations!  rise, — 
To  God,  the  Saviour,  sing: 

From  shore  to  shore,  from  earth  to  heaven, 
Let  echoing  anthems  ring! 

ST.  GEORGE.    S.  M. 

-4 


"Evai  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus." — Jiev. 
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Come,  Lord!  and  tarry  not; 

Bring  the  long-looked-for  day; 
Oh,  why  these  years  of  waiting  here. 

These  ages  of  delay  ? 

2  Come,  in  thy  glorious  might; 
Come,  with 'thine  iron  rod; 

Scattering  thy  foes  before  thy  face, 
Most  mighty  Son  of  God! 

3  Come,  and  make  all  things  new; 
Build  up  this  ruined  earth; 

Restore  our  faded  paradise — 
Creation's  second  birth! 

4  Come,  and  begin  thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace; 

Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  thyself. 
Great  King  of  righteousness! 

H.  J.  Gauntlett, 


2:  20. 

BoNAR. 


1.  How  beauteous  are  their  feet  Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill !  Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 

And  words  of  peace  reveal. 


4.00  Isa.  52  :  7-10. 

*«-'£'  Watts. 

How  beauteous  are  their  feet 

Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 

And  words  of  peace  reveal. 
2  How  charming  is  their  voice! 

How  sweet  the  tidings  are! — 
"Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King! 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

NEBO.   s.  M. 


3  How  happy  are  our  ears 
That  hear  this  joyful  sound. 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 

4  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad: 

Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  How  beau-teous  are    their  feet     Who  stand  on 


on' s    hill !    Who  bring  sal  -  va  -  tion 


on  their  tongues,  And  words  of    peace     re  -  veal,  And  words    of     peace   re  -  veal. 


iThe  Jflinistry. 


BENEDICTUS.    S.  M, 


Charles  H.  Morse. 
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1.  Ye      ser-  vants 
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Lord,       Each     in      his  of   -     fice       wait, 
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From  "  Plymouth  Hymnal"  by  per.  Charles  H.  Morse 


Ki"|/^    "  Therefore,  watch."— Acts  20  :  31. 
*J\ryj  Doddridge. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  his  heavenly  word, 

And  watchful  at  his  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright. 
And  trim  the  golden  flame: 

Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  his  sight, 
For  awful  is  his  name. 


3  Watch!  'tis  your  Lord's  command; 
And,  while  we  speak  he's  near: 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  his  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  Oh,  happy  servant  he 

In  such  a  posture  found! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honor  crowned. 


ETHELBEBG.    L.  M. 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 
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Welcome  to  a  Pastor. 

J.  Montgomery. 

We  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name 

Of  Jesus,  our  exalted  Head; 
Come  as  a  servant:  so  he  came; 

And  we  receive  thee  in  his  stead. 

2  Come  as  a  shepherd;  guard  and  keep 
This  fold  from  hell,  and  earth,  and  sin; 

Nourish  the  lambs,  and  feed  the  sheep. 
The  wounded  heal,  the  lost  bring  in. 


3  Come  as  a  teacher,  sent  from  God, 
Charged  his  whole  counsel  to  declare; 

Lift  o'er  our  ranks  the  prophet's  rod, 
While  we  uphold  thy  hands  with  prayer, 

4  Come  as  a  messenger  of  peace, 
Filled  with  the  spirit,  fired  with  love! 

Live  to  behold  our  large  increase, 
And  die  to  meet  us  all  above. 


ALL  SAINTS.    L.  M. 
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Hhe  iThurch. 
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1,  All  things  are    thine :    no     gift  have  we,     Lord  of 
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And    hence  with  grate  -  ful  hearts  to   -   day 


own  be  -  fore  thy    feet     we   lay. 


:t: 


1 


:t:: 


t=-- 


-a- 


t 


*J\J^d  Whittier. 

All  thinecs  are  thine:  no  gift  have  we. 
Lord  of  all  gifts,  to  offer  thee. 
And  hence  with  grateful  hearts  to-day, 
Thy  own  before  thy  feet  we  lay. 

2  Thy  will  was  in  the  builders'  thought; 
Thy  hand  unseen  amidst  us  wrought; 
Through  mortal  motive,  scheme,  and  plan, 
Thy  wise  eternal  purpose  ran. 

3  In  weakness  and  in  want  we  call 

On  thee,  for  whom  the  heavens  are  small; 
Thy  glory  is  thy  children's  good; 
Thy  joy  thy  tender  fatherhood. 

4  O  Father,  deign  these  walls  to  bless, 
Fill  with  thy  love  their  emptiness. 
And  let  their  door  the  gateway  be 
To  lead  us  from  ourselves  to  thee. 


OOo  W.  E,  C.  Wright. 

On  deep  foundations  have  we  reared 
To  thee,  O  God,  this  house  of  prayer; 

'Mid  storms  of  life  that  men  have  feared. 
Abides  our  faith  in  thy  sure  care. 

2  This  house  is  thine;  its  portals  wide, 
Open  to  all  by  day  and  night. 

Bid  rich  and  poor  in  Christ  confide 
And  walk  together  in  his  light. 

3  Beauty  and  strength  are  all  of  thee; 
Chisel  and  brush  for  thee  have  wrought; 

Our  praises  hear,  our  offering  see, 
Accept  the  gift  our  hands  have  brought. 

4  Within  these  walls  thy  Spirit  give 
A  temple  of  each  heart  to  make, 

That  we  may  serve  thee  while  we  live 
In  serving  men  for  Christ's  own  sake. 


ST.  GERONTIUS.    C.  M. 
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1.  Thou  whose  un  -  meas  -  ured     tern  -  pie   stands.  Built    o  -  ver     earth     and       sea. 


^: 


iThe  ithurch. 


K{\t"Thou  and  the  ark  of  thy  strength."— Ps.  1.32. 
ij\J~t  Bryant. 

Thou  whose  unmeasured  temple  stands, 

Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 

Have  raised  to  worship  thee  ! 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send, 

Within  these  courts  to  bide, 
The  peace  that  dwelleth  without  end 

Serenely  by  thy  sideJ 


3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 
Be  taught  the  better  way; 

And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May   faith   grow   firm,    and   love  grow 

warm. 
And  pure  devotion  rise, 
"While  round  these  hallowed  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 


PALESTRINA.    C.  M. 


Arr.  from  Palestrina. 
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ble     house       Our       fa  -   thers   built     to     God; 
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In  heav'n  are    kept     their   grate -ful     vows.       Their   dust     en  -  dears    the      sod. 
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*y\)0  R.  w.  Emerson. 

We  love  the  venerable  house 

Our  fathers  built  to  God; 
In  heaven  are  kept  their  grateful  vows, 

Their  dust  endears  the  sod. 

2  Here  holy  thoughts  and  light  have  shed 
From  many  a  radiant  face. 

And  prayers  of  humble  virtue  made 
The  perfume  of  the  i)lace. 

3  And  anxious  hearts  have  pondered  here 
The  mystery  of  life, 

And  prayed  the  eternal  Light  to  clear 
Their  doubts  and  aid  their  strife. 

4  On  him  who  by  the  altar  stands, 
On  him  thy  blessing  fall ! 

Speak   through   his   lips   thy   pure  com- 
mands. 
Thou  Heart  that  lovest  all  I 


The  MiUcDiiiiim. — Micah  4  : 


1,2.  l/sa.2:l-4. 
Michael  Bruce. 
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Bkiiold,  the  Mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills, 

And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 

2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round. 
All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  tiow; 

Up  to  the  hill  of  God,  they'll  say, 
And  to  his  house  we'll  go. 

3  The  beam  that  shines  on  Zion's  hill 
Shall  lighten  every  land; 

The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 

4  Come,  then,  O  come  from  every  land. 
To  worship  at  his  shrine; 

And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  beauties  shine. 


SAVANNAH.    lOs. 


Che  Church. 
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Plevel. 
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J   f  Else,  crowned  with  light,  imper-ial      Sa  -  lem,  rise; 
*  (.   Ex-  alt    thy  tow'ring  head,  and  (Omi< )  lift   thine  eyes;     See  Heav'n  its 


K{\7  '  3  See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 

*^^'  Alexander  Pope,  ^y^jj^  -^^  ^j^y  jj^^t,  and  in  thy  temple  bend; 

Rise,  crowned  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  gee  thy  bright  altars  thronged  with  pros- 
rise;  trate  kings, 

Exalt  thy  towering  head,  and  lift  thine  ^vhile  every  land  its  joyful  tribute  brings. 

See  IleavS'lts  sparkling  portals  wide  dis-  ^  The  seasjshall  waste,  the  skies  to  smoke 

And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day.  ^^^^^^  ^^^^^^o  dust,  and  mountains  melt 

2  See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn;  But    fixed    his    word,    his    saving    power 
See  future  sons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn,  remains; 

In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side'  arise,  Thy  realm  shall    last,  thy  own    Messiah 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies.  reigns. 


MENDON.    L.  M. 
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Lowell  Mason. 
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on!    lift      thy  head      From  dust  and  dark  -  ness     and    the   dead; 
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Tho'  humbled  lone, 

J. 


a  -  wake  at   length,    And  gird  thee    with  thy     Sav-iour's  strength. 


K/^O    "Put  on  thy  strength,  0  Zion.'^ — Jsa.  52 :  1. 
*-'"0  Doddridge. 

Triumphant  Zion!  lift  thy  head 
From  dust  and  darkness  and  the  dead; 
Though  humbled  long,  awake  at  length. 
And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 
2  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on, 
And  let  thy  various  charms  be  known: 
Then,  decked  in  robes  of  righteousness, 
The  world  thy  glories  shall  confess. 


3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade. 
And  fill  thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread: 
No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  vict'ry  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

4  God,  from  on  high,  thy  groans  will  hear; 
His  hand  thy  ruin  shall  repair; 

Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
To  guard  thee  in  eternal  peace. 


Che  Church. 


AUSTRIA.    88.  78.  81. 
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1.  Glorious  things  of  thee  are    spoken,      Zi  -  on,   cit  -  y      of     our  God;  He  whose  word  can 
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Still  is  precious   in  thy  sight;  Judah's  temple  far  excelling,  Beaming  with  the  gospel's  light 
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Isaiah  33 :  20. 


*-''-'t^  Newton. 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God; 
He  whose  "word  can  ne'er  be  broken 

Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 

2  Lord,  thy  church  is  still  thy  dwelling. 
Still  is  precious  in  thy  sight; 

Judah's  temple  far  excelling, 
Beaming  with  the  gospel's  light. 

3  On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 
What  can  shake  her  sure  repose? 

With  salvation's  wall  surrounded, 
She  can  smile  at  all  her  foes. 

4  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
Zion,  city  of  our  God; 

He  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken 
Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 

"WORTHING.    8s&7s. 


'  Thou  Shalt  call  thy  tvalls  salvation.' 
Isa.  GO :  18-20. 


O  J.U  Isa.  GO  :"  18-20.  Cowper. 

Hear  what  God,  the  Lord,  hath  spoken: 

O  my  people,  faint  and  few, 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you; 

2  Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 
Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways; 

Ye  shall  name  your  walls  "  Salvation," 
And  your  gates  shall  all  be  "  Praise." 

3  Ye  no  more  your  suns  descending, 
AVaning  moons  no  more  shall  see; 

But  your  griefs  forever  ending. 
Find  eternal  noon  in  me. 

4  God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you, 
Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night; 

He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  Glory, 
God  your  everlasting'  Light. 

SCHULTZ. 
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1.  Hear  what  God,the  Lord,hath  spoken :  0  my  people,  faint  and  few,  Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  I  bnild  for  you. 
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Che  Church. 


ST.  ANNS.    C.  M. 


Croft. 


1.  Oh,  where     are     kings    and     em  -  pires  now, 


Of      old      that  went     and    earned 


But,    Lord,    thy  church    is     pray  -  ing     yet, 
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K -g  -g    ''Mark  ye  well  her  bulwarks."— Ps.  48 :  12-14. 
OX±  A.  C.  CoxE. 

On,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now 

Of  old  that  went  and  came  ? 
But,  Lord,  thy  church  is  praying  yet, 

A  thousand  years  the  same. 

2  We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 

And  her  foundations  strong; 
We  hear  within  the  solemn  voice 

Of  her  unending  song. 


ST.  MICHAEL.    S.  M. 
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3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Thy  holy  church,  O  God! 

Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threatening 
her. 
And  tempests  are  abroad; 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills. 
Immovable  she  stands., 

A  mountain  that  shall  till  the  earth, 
4  house  not  made  by  hands. 

Day's  Psalter. 


1,  Far  down  the  ages  now,  Much  of  her  journey  done,  The  pilgrim  church  pursues  her  way,Until  her  crown  be  won. 
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Far  down  the  ages  now, 
Much  of  her  journey  done, 

The  pilgrim  church  pursues  her  way, 
Until  her  crown  be  won. 

2  No  slacker  grows  the  fight, 
No  feebler  is  the  foe, 

Nor  less  the  need  of  armor  tried. 
Of  shield,  and  spear,  and  bow. 

3  Thus  onward  still  we  press. 
Through  evil  and  through  good,— 

Through  pain,  and  poverty,  and  want, 
Through  peril  and  through  blood. 

4  Still  faithful  to  our  God, 
And  to  our  Captain  true, 


We  follow  wtieie  he  leads  the  way. 
The  kingdon-  in  our  view. 

f^l  Q  Ko7)ia7is  6:  8. 

«>AO  S    F.  Smith- 

WiTii  willing  hearts  we  tread 

The  path  the/Saviour  trod; 
We  love  th'  example  of  our  Head, 

The  glorious  Lamb  of  God. 

2  On  thee,  on  thee  alone, 
Our  hope  and  faith  rely, 

O  thou  who  didst  for  sin  atone. 
Who  didst  for  sinners  die. 

3  We  trust  the  sacrifice; 
To  thy  dear  cross  we  Hee; 

Oh,  mav  we  die  to  sin.  and  rise 
To  life  and  bliss  in  thee. 


ST.  BEES. 


iTonfession  of  Faith. 


Dykes. 


1.  Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord  j  'Tis  my  Saviour ;  hear  his  word ;  Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee ; 

"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  7 


i 


F? 


-t— I- 


m 


i^i-- 


-f^ 


:S=^=t»: 


-V->- 


^t-• 


^i^: 


i 


'Lovest  thou  mef" — John  21 :  16. 


iyjLrt  COWPER. 

Hark,  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord; 
'Tis  thy  Saviour;  hear  his  word; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee: 
"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 

2  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath. 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

3  "  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
AVhen  the  work  of  grace  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be: 
Say,  poor  sinner  lov'st  thou  me?" 

4  Lord!  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  cold  and  faint; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore: 

Oh  for  grace  to  love  thee  more! 

SOLITUDE.    7s. 


Montgomery. 
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K-|  K  HiKh  1 :  IG. 

People  of  the  living  God, 
I  have  sought  the  world  around; 

Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 
Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 

2  Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns — 
Turns  a  fugitive  unblest; 

Brethren!  where  your  altar  burns, 
Oh,  receive  me  into  rest! 

3  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave: 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home. 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 

4  Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall" be  mine; 

Earth  can  till  my  soul  no  more. 
Every  idol  I  resign. 

Downs. 
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Jesus,  Master!  hear  me  now. 
While  1  would  renew  my  vow, 
And  record  thy  dying  love; 
Hear,  and  help  me  from  above, 

2  Feed  me,  Saviour,  with  this  bread, 
Broken  in  thy  body's  stead; 

Cheer  my  spirit  with  this  wine. 
Streaming  like  that  blood  of  thine. 

3  And  as  now  I  eat  and  drink, 
Let  me  truly,  sweetly  think. 
Thou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree. 
Broken,  bleeding,  there — forme! 
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Anon. 


Rfcl  7  "Christ,  our  Passover." 

ijA.  4  RoBERr  Campbell,  ir. 

At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 
Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 
AVho  hath  washed  us  in  the  tide 
Flowing  from  his  wounded  side. 

2  Where  the  Paschal  blood  is  poured. 
Death's  dark  angel  sheathes  his  sword; 
Israel's  hosts  trium|)hant  go 
Through  the  wave  that  drowns  the  foe. 

3  Christ,  our  Paschal  Lamb,  is  slain, 
Holv  victim,  without  stain; 

Death  and  hell  defeated  lie, 
Heaven  unfolds  its  gates  on  high. 


iThe  ithurch. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


Watts. 


K"|  O  "  The  day  of  salvation." 

Oh,  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 

"Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
AVhile  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine: 

MONTAGUE.    L.  M. 


He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now,  rest,  my  long-divided  heart! 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 

With  ashes  who  would  grudge  to  part, 
When  called  on  angels'  bread  to  feast. 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear. 

Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


Arr.  from  Schubert. 


In   hours  of     sick  -  ness,  grief,  and 


pain, 
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Ol"  W.  W.  How. 

O  THOU  thro'  suff'ring  perfect  made, 
On  whom  the  bitter  cross  was  laid; 
In  hours  of  sickness,  grief,  and  pain, 
No  sufferer  turns  to  thee  in  vain. 

2  The  halt,  the  maimed,  the  sick,  the  blind. 
Sought  not  in  vain  thy  tendance  kind; 
Now  in  thy  poor,  thyself  we  see, 

And  minister  through  them  to  thee. 

3  O  loving  Saviour,  thou  canst  cure 
The  pains  and  woes  thou  didst  endure; 
For  all  who  need.  Physician  great, 
Thy  healing  balm  we"  supplicate. 

4  But,  oh,  far  more,  let  each  keen  pain 
And  hour  of  woe  be  heavenly  gain. 
Each  stroke  of  thy  chastising  rod 
Bring  back  the  wanderer  nearer  God! 

5  Oh,  heal  the  bruisM  heart  within; 
Oh,  save  our  souls  all  sick  with  sin; 
Give  life  and  health  in  bounteous  store, 
That  we  may  praise  thee  evermore. 


W.  W.  How. 
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O  HOLY  Lord,  content  to  live 
In  a  poor  home,  a  lowly  Child, 

And  in  subjection  meek  to  give 
Obedience  to  thy  mother  mild; 

2  Lead  every  child  that  bears  thy  Name 
To  walk  in  thy  pure  upright  way, 

To  dread  the  touch  of  sin  and  shame. 
And  humbly,  like  thyself,  obey. 

3  Oh,  let  not  this  world's  scorching  glow 
Thy  Spirit's  quickening  dew  efface. 

Nor  blast  of  sin  too  rudely  blow. 
And  quench  the  trembling  flame  of  grace. 

4  Gather  thy  lambs  within  thine  arm, 
And  gently  in  thy  bosom  bear; 

Keep  them,  O  Lord,  from  hurt  and  harm, 
And  bid  them  rest  forever  there! 

5  So  shall  they,  waiting  here  below, 
Like  thee,  their  Lord,  a  little  span, 

In  wisdom  and  in  stature  grow. 
In  favor  both  with  God  and  man. 


Confession  of  Faith. 


ARLINGTON.    CM. 


Thos.  a.  Arnb. 
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KQ"!  "^  pood  profession  before  many  witnesses." 
*J^±  1  Tim.  6:12.  Beddome. 

Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now 

Before  the  Lord  we  speak; 
To  him  we  make  our  solemn  vow, 

A  vow  we  dare  not  break: — 

2  That,  long  as  life  itself  shall  last, 
Ourselves  to  Christ  we  yield; 

Nor  from  his  cause  will  we  depart. 
Or  ever  quit  the  held. 

3  We  trust  not  in  our  native  strength. 
But  on  his  grace  rely, 

That  with  returning  wants  the  Lord 
Will  all  our  need  supply. 

t  Oh,  guide  our  doubtful  feet  aright, 

And  keep  us  in  thy  ways: 
And,  while  we  turn  our  vows  to  prayers. 

Turn  thou  our  prayers  to  praise  I 

KOt)  The  Sew  Covenant  sealed. 

tJ^^  Watts. 

"The  promise  of  my  Father's  love 

Shall  stand  forever  good:" 
He  said,  and  gave  his  soul  to  death, 

And  sealed  the  grace  with  blood. 

2  To  this  dear  covenant  of  thy  word 
1  set  my  worthless  name; 

I  seal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord, 
And  make  my  humble  claim. 

3  I  call  that  legacy  my  own 
Which  .Jesus  did  bequeath; 

'Twas  purchased  with  a  dying  groan. 
And  ratified  in  death. 

4  The  light  and  strength,  the  pardoning 

grace. 
And  glory  shall  be  mine:- 
My  life  and  soul,  my  heart  and  flesh, 
And  all  my  powers  are  thine. 


KQO     "A  God  unto  thee,  and  to  thy  seed.' 

^^*y  Gen.  11:1.  Watts. 

ilow  large  the  promise,  how  divine, 

To  Abraham  and  his'seedl 
"  I'll  be  a  God  to  thee  and  thine, 

Supplying  all  their  need." 

2  The  words  of  his  extensive  love 
From  age  to  age  endure: 

The  angel  of  the  covenant  proves, 
And  seals  the  blessings  sure. 

3  Jesus  the  ancient  faith  confirms. 
To  our  great  fathers  given, 

He  takes  young  children  to  his  arms. 
And  calls  them  heirs  of  heaven. 

4  Our  GodI  how  faithful  are  his  ways! 
His  love  endures  the  same: 

N  or  from  the  promise  of  his  grace 
Blots  out  the  children's  name. 

K  f>  I   "Baptized  into  his  death." — Rom.  6 :  3. 

AVe  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  thee, 
Inspired  with  thine  own  breath. 

To  live  thy  life,  O  Lord,  and  be 
Baptized  into  thy  death: — 

2  Thy  death  to  sin  we  die  below. 
But  we  shall  rise  in  love; 

We  here  are  planted  in  thy  woe. 
But  we  shall  bloom  above; — 

3  Above  we  shall  thy  glory  share. 
As  we  thy  cross  have  borne; 

Ev'n  we  shall  crowns  of  honor  wear. 
When  we  the  thorns  have  worn. 

4  Thy  crown  of  thorns  is  all  our  boast, 
While  now  we  fall  before 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
And  tremble,  love,  adore! 


lUhe  ithurch. 


SPOHB. 
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Spohr. 
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Acts  2 :  47. 


0.^0  Ray  Palmer. 

Oh,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above, 
When  angels  touch  the  quivering  string, 

And  wake,  to  chant  Immanuel's  love. 
Such  strains  as  angel  lips  can  sing! 

2  And  sweet,  on  earth,  the  choral  swell. 
From  mortal  tongues,  of  gladsome  lays; 

AVhen  pardoned  souls  their  raptures  tell. 
And,  grateful,  hymn  Immanuel's  praise, 

3  Jesus,  thv  name  our  souls  adore; 

We  own  the  bond  that  makes  us  thine; 
And  carnal  joys  that  charmed  before, 
For  thy  dear  sake  we  now  resign. 

4  Our  hearts,  by  dying  love  subdued. 
Accept  thine  offered  grace  to-day; 

Beneath  the  cross,  with  blood  bedewed, 
We  bow  and  give  ourselves  away. 

0!^0  Watts. 

i^Jo  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done; 

1  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name. 
What  was  my  gain  1  count  my  loss; 

My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame. 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

HAMBUKG.    L.  M. 


3  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne; 

But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Kiy^      "  The  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

*J.t^  i  Watts. 

On,  the  sweet  wonders  of  the  cross 

Where  my  Redeemer  loved  and  died! 
Her  noblest  life  my  spirit  draws 

From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  side. 
2  I  would  forever  speak  his  name 

In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown; 
With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 

And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 

^f>C  "His  banner  over  me  was  lore.''' — Cant.  2  :  4. 
Oj^O  Wolfe. 

Draw  near,  O  holy  Dove,  draw  near. 
With  peace  and  gladness  on  thy  wing, 

Reveal  the  Saviour's  presence  here, 
And  light,  and  hope,  and  comfort  bring. 

2  "Eat,  O  my  friends,  drink,  O  beloved!" 
We  hear  the  Master's  voice  exclaim: 

Our  hearts  with  new  desire  are  moved, 
And  kindled  with  a  heavenly  flame. 

3  While  this  we  do,  remembering  thee, 
Dear  Saviour,  let  our  graces  prove 

We  have  thy  blessM  company; 
Thy  banner  over  us  is  love. 

Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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iThe  Lor6'$  Supper. 


HAMPTON.    L.  M. 
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1,  Amidst  ns  our  Beloved  stands,  And  bids  us  view  his  pierced  hands )  Points  to  the  wounded  feet  and  side, 

Blest  emblems  of  the  crucifiedi 
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Owti  C.  H.  Spurgeon. 

Amidst  us  our  BelovM  stands, 
And  bids  us  view  his  pierced  hands; 
Points  to  the  wounded  feet  and  side, 
Blest  emblems  of  the  crucified. 

4  What  food  luxurious  loads  the  board. 
When  at  his  table  sits  the  Lord! 


The  wine  how  rich,  the  bread  how  sweet, 
^Vhen  Jesus  deigns  the  guests  to  meet. 

3  If  now,  with  eyes  defiled  and  dim, 
We  see  the  signs,  but  see  not  him. 
Oh,  may  his  love  the  scales  displace, 
And  bid  us  see  him  face  to  face. 


7s.  6s.  D, 


J.  H.  Knec'ht  and  E.  Husband. 


I — ^-l_,_»^^   «_  __,^     I   ^_  ^0-^0  0-0-\-ts,-0^t^0 


r^— I 


1,  0  bread  to  pilgrims  given,  0  food  that  angels  eat,  0  manna  sent  from  heaven.  For  heav'n-born  natures  meet, 


-dv— I — — r 


=riiqz|=^ti^i^;H=|iqirq^z^^p4ir.pq=|=^==i^|=;=ij 

^   \ — 1~  — I 1 — ^^  -(5S-T-I— H- — i — H— I — \-0-\-'&-0\ — I- — I — I — I — T-   — I— 1 1 


Give  us,  for  thee  long  pining,  To  eat  till  richly  filled,  Till,  earth's  delights  resigning.  Our  ev'ry  wish  is  stilled. 


00\j  R.  Palmer,  tr. 

O  BREAD  to  pilgrims  given, 

O  food  that  angels  eat, 
O  manna  sent  from  heaven. 

For  heav"n-born  natures  meet. 
Give  us,  for  thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  filled, 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning, 

Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 

2  O  Water,  life-bestowing. 
Forth  from  the  Saviour's  heart, 

A  fountain  purely  flowing, 
A  fount  of  love  thou  art: 


Oh,  let  us,  freely  tasting, 
Our  burning  thirst  ase^uage; 

Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting, 
Avails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Jesus,  this  feast  receiving, 

We  thee  unseen  adore; 
Thy  faithful  word  believing. 

We  take,  and  doubt  no  more: 
Give  us,  thou  true  and  loving, 

On  earth  to  live  in  thee; 
Then  death,  the  veil  removing, 

Thy  glorious  face  to  see. 


GETHSEMANE.    7s.  61. 


Che  Lorb's  Supper. 
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R.  Redhead. 
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1.  Bread  of  heav'n,  on  thee  I  feed,    For  thy  flesh  is  meat  in-deed;     Ev- er  may  my  soul  be   fed 
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With  this  true  and  living  bread;Day  by  day  with  strength  supplied,Thro' the  life  of  himwhodied. 
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*^'-'-"-  JoSIAH  CONDER. 

Bread  of  heaven,  on  thee  I  feed. 
For  thy  tiesh  is  meat  indeed; 
Ever  may  my  soul  be  fed 
With  this  true  and  living-  bread; 
Day  by  day  with  strens^th  su])plied, 
Through  the  life  of  him  who  died. 


SACRAMENT.    9s.  8s. 


2  Vine  of  heaven,  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice; 
'Tis  thy  wounds  my  healing  give; 
To  thy' cross  I  look  and  live. 
Thou  my  life,  O  let  me  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 


1.  Bread    of  the  world,  in    mer  -  cy     bro-ken.  Wine     of  the   soul,   in     mer  -  cy 
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By  whom  the  words  of         life    arespok-en;     And    in  whose  death  our  sins  our  dead. 
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^O^  Heber. 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken, 

Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed. 
By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken; 

And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead. 
2  Look  on  the  hearts  by  sorrow  broken; 

Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed; 
And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token 

That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 

00*J  Aaron  R.  Wolfe. 

A  PARTING  hymn  we  sing 

Around  thy  table.  Lord; 
Again  our  grateful  tribute  bring, 

Our  solemn  vows  record. 

DENNIS.    S.  M. 
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2  Here  have  we  seen  thy  face, 
And  felt  thy  presence  here; 

So  may  the  savor  of  thy  grace 
In  word  and  life  appear. 

3  The  purchase  of  thy  blood — 
By  sin  no  longer  led— 

The  path  our  dear  Redeemer  trod 
May  we  rejoicing  tread. 

4  In  self-forgetting  love 

Be  our  communion  shown. 

Until  we  join  the  church  above. 

And  know  as  we  are  known. 

Nageli. 


1.  A  parting  hymn  we  sing  Around  thy  table,  Lord ;  Again  our  grateful  tribute  bring.  Our  solemD  vows  record, 
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PAX  DEI 


Brotherly  Loue. 


Dykes. 


O**-*  BONAR. 

Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  thee  face  to  face; 

Here  would  1  touch  and  handle  things 
unseen; 
Here  grasp  with  lirmer  hand  eternal  grace, 

And  all  my  weariness  upon  thee  lean. 

2  Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God, 
Here  drink  with  thee  the  royal  wine  of 

heaven ; 
Here  would  1  lay  aside  each  earthly  load. 
Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song; 
This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me; 

ST.  AGNES.    CM. 


Here  let  me  feast,  and,  feasting,  still  prolong 
The  brief  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with 
thee. 

4  Too  soon  we  rise;  the  symbols  disappear; 
The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  past  and 

gone; 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  thou  art 
here, 
Nearer  than  ever,  still  my  shield  and  sun. 

5  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by, 
Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above, 

Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy. 
The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and 
love. 

Dykes. 
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1,  If  human  kindness  meets  return,  And  owns  the  grateful  tie,  If  tender  tho'ts  within  us  burn,  To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  i 
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KQ  K    "In  remembrance  of  Me.'' — I  Cor.  11 :  24. 
^*y*J  G.  T.  Noel. 

If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie. 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh; 

2  Oh,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 
The  gratitude  we  owe 

To  him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell — 
Our  more  than  ori)han's  woeV 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  he  surveyed 
Those  pangs  he  would  not  llee, 

AVhat  love  his  latest  words  displayed: 
"Meet,  and  remember  me!" 

4  Remember  thee! — thy  death,  thy  shame! 
Our  sinful  hearts  to  share! 

O  memory!  leave  no  other  name 
]?ut  his  recorded  there. 

ft  Q  A         "Lore  as  hrethren."^\  Pet.  3:8. 

♦'•>v>  J.  Swain. 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  who  love  the  Lord 


In  one  another's  peace  delight, 
And  so  fulfill  his  word! 

2  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 
And  with  him  bear  a  part! 

When  sorrow  Hows  from  eye  to  eye. 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart! 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 
Our  wishes  all  above. 

Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide. 
And  show  a  brother's  love! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream. 
Through  every  bosom  flow, 

And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  hapi>y  souls  above; 

And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 


HOLY   TRINITY.    C.  M. 


Brotherly  Loue. 


Barney. 
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1,  Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love  That  will  not  let  us  part :  Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove ;  We  still  are  one  in  heart. 
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one  heart  and  one  soul.' 
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-Acts  4  :  32. 
C.  Wesley. 

Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love 

That  will  not  let  us  part: 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove; 

We  still  are  one  in  heart. 
2  Joined  in  one  spirit  to  our  Head, 

Where  he  appoints  we  go; 

FRANCONIA.    S.  M.  i 


We  still  in  Jesus'  footsteps  tread, 
And  show  his  praise  below. 

3  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace, 
The  same  in  mind  and  heart, 

Not  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place, 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  can  part. 

I    ,  J.  G.  Ebeling. 


1.  I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord— The  house  of  thine  abode,  The  church  our  blest  Eedeemer  saved 

With  his  own  precious  bloodi 
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ft  »>  C         "J  will  seek  thy  (jond."—Ps.  12: 

1  lovp:  thy  kingdom.  Lord — 
The  house  of  thine  abode. 

The  church  our  blest  liedeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  O  God! 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand. 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall. 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last. 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 

The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield. 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

K^O  "I  i»-  them,  and  Thou  in  me." — .John  17  :  23. 
^*J*y  Doddridge, 

Dkar  Saviour  I  we  are  thine, 

liy  everlasting  bands ; 
Our  hearts,  our  souls,  we  would  resign 

Entirely  to  thy  hands. 
2  To  thee  we  still  would  cleave 

With  ever  growing  zeal; 
If  millions  tempt  us  Christ  to  leave, 

Oh,  let  them  ne'er  prevail, 

BOYIiSTON.    S.  M. 
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3  Death  may  our  souls  divide 
From  these  abodes  of  clay ; 

But  love  shall  keep  us  nearthy  side, 
Through  all  the  gloomy  way. 

4  Since  Christ  and  we  are  one. 
Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear? 

If  he  In  heaven  has  fixed  his  throne, 
He'll  fix  his  members  there. 

K  J  |~4      "Kindbj  affectioncd." — Eom.  12  :  10. 
*J~i\f  '  Fawchtt. 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love: 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin,  we  shall  be  free. 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

L.  M.\?ON. 


1.  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Christian  love :  The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds  Is  like  to  that  a-bove. 


AUEELIA.    7s  &  6s.  D. 


Che  Family. 
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1,  The  Church's  one  foundation  Is  Jesus  Christ  her  Lordi  She  is  his  new  cre-a-tion  By  water  and  the  word: 


From  heav'n  he  came,  and  sought  her  To  be  his  holy  bride  |  With  his  own  blood  he  bought  her,  And  for  her  life  he  died. 
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Stone, 

The  Church's  one  foundation 

Is  Jesus  Christ  her  Lord; 
She  is  his  new  creation 

By  water  and  the  word: 
From  heaven  he  came,  and  sought  her 

To  be  his  holy  bride; 
With  his  own  bhiod  he  bought  her, 

And  for  her  life  he  died. 
2  Elect  from  every  nation, 

Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Her  charter  of  salvation 

One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  birth: 
One  holy  name  she  blesses, 

Partakes  one  holy  food. 
And  to  one  hope  she  presses. 

With  every  grace  endued. 

SILOAM.    CM. 


3  Though  with  a  scornful  wonder 
Men  see  her  sore  oppressed. 

By  schisms  rent  asunder, 

By  heresies  distressed; 
Yet  saints  their  watch  are  keeping, 

Their  cry  goes  up,  "  How  long?  " 
And  soon  the  night  of  weeping 

Shall  be  the  morn  of  song. 

4  Mid  toil  and  tribulation 
And  tumult  of  her  war, 

She  waits  the  consummation 

Of  peace  forevermore; 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  eyes  are  blest, 
And  the  great  Church  victorious. 

Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 


i:^:Hi^:n]=l. 
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I.  B.  Woodbury. 


1.  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill  How  fair  the  lily  grows !  How  sweet  the  breath, beneath  the  hill, Of  Sharon's  dewv  rose ! 
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Ms  this  hllle  chikf—MaH.  18  :  4. 

Heber. 

Bv  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  fair  the  lily  growsl 
How  sweet  the  breath,  beneath  the  hill. 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose! 

2  Lol  such  the  child,  whose  early  feet 
Trie  paths  of  peace  have  trod. 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  intluence  sweet. 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  O  thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 
Within  thy  Father's  shrine, 

Whose    years,    with    changeless    virtue 
Were  all  alike  divine,^  [crowned, 

4  Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath. 
We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 

In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 


rjl*?  £>/(.  5:  21-33— G:  1-1. 

ILvppY  the  home,  when  God  is  there. 

And  love  tills  every  breast; 
"Where  one  their  wisJi,  and  one  their  prayer, 

And  one  their  heavenly  rest. 

2  Happy  the  home  where  Jesus'  name 
Is  sweet  to  every  ear; 

"Where  children  early  lisp  his  fame, 
And  parents  hold  him  dear. 

3  Happy  the  home  where  prayer  is  heard, 
And  jjraise  is  wont  to  rise; 

Where  parents  love  the  sacred  word, 
And  live  but  for  the  skies. 

4  Lord!  let  us  in  our  homes  agree 
This  blessed  jieace  to  gain; 

Unite  our  hearts  in  love  to  thee, 
And  love  to  all  will  reign. 


-WANSFELL. 


IThe  il^hilbren. 


SUI.MTAN. 


1.  There  is  a  little,  lonely  fold  Whose  flock  one  Shepherd  keeps,Tbro'  summer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 

With  eye  that  never  sleeps. 
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K  <   I     "I  am  the  good  Shepherd.'"— John  10  :  11. 

See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands, 

And  calls  his  sheep  by  name; 
Gathers  the  feeble  in  his  arms, 

And  feeds  each  tender  lamb. 

2  He  leads  them  to  the  p:entle  stream 
Where  living  water  Hows, 

And  guides  them  to  the  verdant  lields, 
Where  sweetest  herbage  grows. 

3  When,  wandering  from  the  peaceful  fold, 
We  leave  the  narrow  way, 

Our  faithful  Shepherd  still'  is  near, 
To  seek  us  when  we  stray. 

4  The  weakest  lamb  amid  the  liock 
Shall  be  its  Shepherd's  care: 

AVell  folded  in  our  Saviour's  arms, 
We're  safe  from  every  snare. 

ALVAN".    8s.  7s  &  4. 


"He  shall  gather  the  lambs  " — Isa.  40.  11. 


Til  EKE  is  a  little,  lonely  fold 
Whose  hock  one  Shepherd  keeps. 

Through  svimmer's  heat  and  winter's  cold, 
With  eye  that  never  sleeps. 

2  By  evil  beast,  or  burning  sky, 
Or  damp  of  midnight  air, 

Not  one  of  all  that  tlock  shall  die, 
Beneath  that  Shepherd's  care. 

3  For,  if  unheeding  or  beguiled 
In  danger's  path  they  roam, 

His  pity  follows  throvigh  the  wild. 
And  guards  them  safely  home. 

4  O  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  heli)less  charge  in  me ; 

And  "take  a  wanderer  to  thy  fold. 
That  trembling  turns  to  thee. 

L.  Mason. 


■j^  .C  Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  ns,  Much  we  need  thy  tender  care!  I  Blessed  Jesns !  Blessed  Jesus ! 

^  In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us;  For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare!  •'  Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 
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K /I  ^    "He  shdll  gather  the  lambs."— Isa.  40  :  11. 
^'*v'  .Miss  D.  A.  Thrupp. 

Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tender  care! 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us; 

For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare: 
Bless'.'d  Jesus! 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 
2  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
"WILDERSMOUTH.    8.7.8.7.4.7. 
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Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free: 

Blessed  Jesus  I 
Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 
3  Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor; 
Pearly  let  us  learn  thy  will; 
Do  thou,  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 
With  thy  love  our  bosoms  till; 

BlessM  Jesus! 
Thou  hast  loved  us, — love  us  still! 

E.  J.  Hopkins. 


1.  Saviour,  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us,Mucli  we  need  thy  tender  carel  In  thy  pleasant  nastures  feed  us; 
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For  our  use  thy  folds  pre-pare:  Bless 


Thou  hast  boughtus, thine  we  are. 


REQUIEM.    8s.  7s.  61. 


lEhe  i£hil6ren. 


W.  A.  F.  .=!ciIULTHr.S. 
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1.  Gracious  Saviour,  gen-tle  Shepherd,  Children  all  are     dear   to  theei  Gathered  with  thine  arms  and  carried 
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In     thy  bo  -  som  may  we    be;    Sweet-ly,  fond  -  ly,     safe -ly  tend- ed.  From  all  want  and  danger  free, 
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»>47  Keble. 

Gracious  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd, 

Children  all  are  dear  to  thee; 
Gathered  with  thine  arms  and  carried 

In  thy  bosom  may  we  be; 
Sweetly,  fondly,  safely  tended, 

From  all  want  and  danger  free. 
2  Tender  Shepherd,  never  leave  us 

From  thy  fold  to  go  astray; 
By  thy  look  of  love  directed" 

May  we  walk  the  narrow  way; 
Thus  direct  us,  and  protect  us, 

Lest  we  fall  an  easy  prey. 

ASAPH.    6.5.6.5.6.5.6.5. 
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3  Let  thy  holy  Word  instruct  us; 
Guide  us  daily  by  its  light; 

Let  thy  love  and  grace  constrain  us 
To  approve  whatever  is  right. 

Take  thine  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it. 
Strengthened  with  thy  heav'nly  might. 

4  Taught  to  lisp  the  holy  praises 
Which  on  earth  thy  children  sing. 

Both  with  lips  and  hearts  unfeigned, 
May  we  our  thank-off  "rings  bring; 

Then'with  all  the  saints  in  glory 
Join  to  praise  our  Lord  and  King. 

George  E.  Stubbs. 
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1.  Saviour,  blessed  Saviour,  Listen  while  we  sing,  Hearts  and  voices  raising,  Praises  to  our  King; 
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All  we  have  we  of  -  fer.  All  we  hope  to    be,    Bod 
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OiO  Godfrey  Thring. 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour, 

Listen  while  we  sing. 
Hearts  and  voices  raising, 

Praises  to  our  King; 
All  we  have  we  otter, 

All  we  hope  to  be. 
Body,  soul  and  spirit. 

All  we  yield  to  thee. 
2  Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  thee. 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee: 
Thou  for  our  redemption, 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow. 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 


y,  soul  and  spir  -  it,    All  we  yield  to     thee 
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3  Great  and  ever  greater    " 
Are  thy  mercies  here. 

True  and  everlasting 
Are  the  glories  there. 

Where  no  pain  nor  sorrow. 
Toil  nor  care  is  known; 

Where  the  angel -legions 
Circle  round  thy  throne. 

4  Onward,  ever  onward. 
Journeying  o'er  the  road 

AVorn  by  saints  before  us. 
Journeying  on  to  (Jod; 

Leaving  all  behind  us 
May  we  hasten  on, 

liackward  never  looking 
Till  the  prize  is  won. 


iThe  iDhilbrsn. 

DEAR  JESUS,  EVER  AT  MY   SIDE. 
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1.  Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side,  How  loving  thou  must  be.  To  leave  thy  home  in  heav'n  to  guard  A  little  child 
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like  me. 
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Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face  I  see  not,  tho'  so  near )  The  sweetness  of  thy  soft,  low  voice  T'.  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 
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Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side, 

How  loving  thou  must  be, 
To  leave  thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 

A  little  child  like  me. 
Thy  beautiful  and  shining  face 

I'see  not,  though  so  near; 
The  sweetness  of  thy  soft,  low  voice 

I  am  too  deaf  to  hear. 
2  I  cannot  feel  thee  touch  my  hand, 

AVith  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 

"When  I  was  but'a  child: 

AROUND  THE  THRONE.    C.  M. 

ii 


But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Rebuking  sin  for  me; 
And  when  my  heart  loyes  God  I  know 

The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 
3  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  1  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  night  to  prayer, 
Something  there  is  within  niy  heart 

Which  tells  me  thou  art  there. 
Yes,  when  1  pray,  thou  prayest  too: 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me; 
But  when  1  sleep,  thou  pleepest  not, 

But  watchest  patiently. 

KN'GMSH   >rELOI)Y. 
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I  -  ry,       glo  -  ry  be    to   G-od    on         high. 
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R*  K£\       "Of  ffiicli  /.<  tlir  kinqdom  of  Ilrrivai.  ' 
OOyf  Mntt.\'.>:']\.  Mrs.  Shepherd. 

Around  the  throne  of  (Jod  in  heaven 

Thousands  of  children  stand, — 
Children  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 

A  holy,  hai)py  band. 
2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love? 

How  came  those  children  there? 
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3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 
To  wash  away  their  sin; 

Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood. 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 

4  On  earth  they  sought  the  Saviour's  grace- 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name; 

So  now  they  see  his  blesst^l  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 


iThe  iChilbren. 


JESUS,  MEEK  AKD   GENTLE.    6.  5.  6.  5. 


F.  FiLITZ. 


G.  R.  Pkynne. 


Jesus,  meek  and  gentle, 
Son  of  God  most  High, 

Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
liear  thy  children's  cry. 

2  Pardon  our  offences, 
Loose  our  captive  chains, 

Break  down  every  idol 
Which  our  soul  detains. 

3  Give  us  holy  freedom. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love; 


Draw  us,  holy  Jesus, 
To  the  realms  above. 

4  Lead  us  on  our  journey, 
Be  thyself  the  way 

Tnrough  terrestrial  darkness 
To  celestial  day. 

5  Jesus,  meek  and  gentle. 
Son  of  God  most  high. 

Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
Hear  tny  children's  cry. 


SWEET   STORY.    11.  8. 11.  9.  Irregular. 


English. 
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1.  i        think -when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old,  When  Je  -  sus  was  here     among  men, 
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How  he  called  little  chil-dren  as  lambs  to  Ms  fold,   I  should  like    to  have  been  with  them  then. 


■0-  .0-    — 0-M.  ^  4—    .0.    n     I  ^.0. 
, — I — , — I — ^_ — . — g — 0 — I — • — 0—0^^0 

-.' 0 — 0 0 0 — 0 — # p-    *-  -f — -\ ' *-i~-* — • 

-0 — I tJ- 

— I t-l — I ■- 


::2.-z:^ 


-y — y- 


•V- 


?^^- 


k>    / 


*J*->'^  JiiMiMA  Luke. 

1  THINK  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  And  if  I  thus  earnestly  seek  him  below, 

old,                                                    "  1  shall  see  him  and  hear  him  above. 
When  .Jesus  was  here  among  men. 

How  he  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  4  In  that  beautiful  place  he  has  gone  to 


his  fold, 

1  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 

2  1  wish  that  his  hands  had  been  placed  on 

my  head. 
That  his  arms  had  been  thrown  around 

me. 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look 

when  he  said, 
"Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me." 

3  Yet  still  to  his  footstool  in  prayer  I  may 
And  ask  for  a  share  of  his  love;  [go, 


prepare 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven: 
And  many  dear  children  shall  be  with  him 

there. 
For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

5  But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wan- 
der and  fall, 
Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home, 
I  wish  they  could  know  there  is  room  for 
them  all. 
And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 


IThe  Children. 


ST.  OSWALD.    8S&78. 


Dykes. 
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1.  Sav  -  iour,  who    thy     flock  art  feed-ing,     With    the    shepherd's    kind  -  est     care, 


K  K  *>      Committed  to  the  !</teplterd's  care. 

iJtJ*y  MChleneerg. 

Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding. 
With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care, 

All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 

While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share; 

2  Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 
Fold  them  in  thy  gracious  arm; 

There,  we  know,'thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 

FERRIER.    7s. 


3  Never  from  thy  pasture  roving. 
Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey; 

Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving, 
Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way. 

4  Then,  within  thy  fold  eternal. 
Let  them  find  a  resting-place; 

Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 

Dykes. 


Thou   hast    sent    the      glo  -   rious  light,     Chas  -  ing     far      the       si   -    lent    night. 

■^  ir^  m  »  » 


Tyb^ 


Mks.  Shefcote. 

Jksus,  Holy,  LTndefiled, 
Listen  to  a'little  child; 
Thou  hast  sent  the  glorious  light, 
Chasing  far  the  silent  night. 

2  Thou  hast  sent  the  sun  to  shine 
O'er  this  glorious  world  of  thine. 
Warmth  iu  give,  and  pleasant  glow 
On  each  tender  tiower  beluw. 


3  Make  me.  Lord,  obedient,  mild, 
As  becomes  a  little  child; 

All  day  long  in  every  way, 
Teach'me  what  to  do  and  say. 

4  ]Make  me.  Lord,  in  work  and  play, 
Thine  more  truly  ev'ry  day; 

And  when  thou  "at  last  shalt  come. 
Take  me  to  thy  heav'nly  home. 


Che  il^hilbren. 


ST.  THERESA.    68.  Ss.  81.     With  Refrain. 
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1.  Brightly  gleams  our  ban  -  ner, 


Point-ing  to     the 


sky, 
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Wav-ing    on  Christ's 
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sol-diers      To  their  home  on  high.       Marching  thro' the  des-ert,  Glad- ly   thus  we  pray, 
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Refrain. 
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Still  with  hearts  u  -  nit  -  ed      Sing-ing  on     our    way.       Brightly  gleams  our  ban- ner, 


Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
AVaving  on  Christ's  soldiers 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Marching  thro"  the  desert, 

Gladly  thus  we  pray, 
Still  with  hearts  united 

Singing  on  our  way. — Ref. 

2  Jesus,  Lord  and  Master, 

At  thy  sacred  feet. 
Here  with  hearts  rejoicing 

See  thy  children  meet: 
Often  have  we  left  thee, 

Often  gone  astray: 
Keep  us,  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way. — Ref. 


3  All  our  days  direct  us 
In  the  way  we  go, 

Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe: 
Bid  thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower, 
Pardon,  Lord,  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dreaii  hour. — Ref. 

4  Then  with  saints  and  angels 
May  we  join  aljove, 

Offering  prayers  and  praises 
At  thy  throne  of  love; 

"When  tiie  toil  is  over. 
Then  come  rest  and  peace, 

Jesus  in  his  beauty, 
Songs  that  never  cease. — Ref 


IThe  iThilbren. 


BUCKLAND.    7s. 


L.  G.  Hayne. 
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1.  Lov  -  ing    Shep-herd      of      thy    sheep,      Keep    thy     lamb,    in      safe  -  ty     keep; 
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S^  K£^      "  ^^y  sheep  hear  my  voice." 

ijfJ"  Jane  E.  Leeson. 

Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep, 
Keep  thy  lamb,  in  safety  keep; 
Nothing  can  thy  power  withstand. 
None  can  pluck*  me  from  thy  hand. 

2  Loving  Saviour,  thou  didst  give 
Thine  own  life  that  we  might  live. 
And  the  hands  outstretch'd  to  bless 
Bear  the  cruel  uaiFs  impress. 


3  Loving  Shepherd,  ever  near, 
Teach  thy  lamb  tliy  voice  to  hear, 
Suffer  not  my  steps  to  stray 
From  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 

4  Where  thou  leadest  I  would  go, 
"Walking  in  thy  steps  below, 

Till  before  my  Father's  throne 
1  shall  know  as  I  am  known. 


8.  6.7.6.7.6.7.6 


Stainer. 
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dren, 


hove  the  bright  blue    sky, 
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Friend  who  nev-er  changes,  Whose  love  will  nev-er     die. 
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Un-like  our  friends  by  na-ture, 
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Who  change  with  changing  years.  This  Friend  is  always  worthy    The  precious  name  he  bears. 
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Che  iDhilbren. 


K  K^y    Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God. 

tJ*J  4  Albert  Midlane. 

There's  a  Friend  for  little  children, 

Above  the  bri^^ht  blue  sky, 
A  Friend  who  never  chaii<j:es. 

Whose  love  will  never  die. 
Unlike  our  friends  by  nature. 

Who  change  with  changing  years, 
This  Friend  is  always  worthy 

The  precious  name  he  bears. 

2  There's  a  home  for  little  children, 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  in  glory, 

A  home  of  peace  and  joy; 
!No  home  on  earth  is  like  it. 

Nor  can  with  it  compare, 
For  every  one  is  happy, 

2s'or  can  be  happier  there. 


3  There's  a  crown  for  little  children, 
Above  the  bright  bbie  sky. 

And  all  who  look  to  Jesus 

Shall  wear  ii  by-and-by; 
A  crown  of  brightest  glory, 

Which  he  will  sure  Isestow 
On  all  who  love  the  Saviour, 

And  walk  with  him  below. 

4  There's  a  song  for  little  children, 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 

A  harp  of  sweetest  music. 

For  hymns  of  victory; 
And  all  above  is  pleasure. 

And  found  in  Christ  alone; 
Oh,  come,  dear  little  children. 

That  all  may  be  your  own. 


PILOT. 


7s.  61. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 
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1.  Je  -   sus    Sav  -  iour,    pi    -    lot 


ver     life's     tem-pest-uous     sea; 


Un-known  waves   be -fore   me 


Hid  -  ing     rock 


and  treacherous  shoal; 
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Chart   and     com  -  pass    came  from    thee: 
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Je  -   sus,     Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot      me. 
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O»5o  E.  Hopper. 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea; 
Unknown  waves  before  me  roll. 
Hiding  rock  and  treacherous  shoal; 
Chart  and  compass  came  from  thee: 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 
2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child. 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  thy  will 


When  thou  say'st  to  them,  "  Be  still." 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
"Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest. 
Then,  while  leaning  on  thy  breast, 
May  1  hear  thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  1  will  pilot  thee." 


IThe  iChilbren. 

KIRBY  BEDON.    6.6.4.6.6.6.4. 


E.  BUNNETT. 


1.  Shep-  herd   of    ten  -  der      youth,      Gnid-  ing    in  love    and     truth    Through 


■  vious  ways ; 


i 


3=^=^: 

X—^^- 


Ifti 


i^:: 


lai 


--J- 


N  > 


i 


J — s- 


^=t 


^ 


t^-Nd- 


:iE2? 


:Wr^l=z^M: 


J-gyyi 


Christ  our  triumphant  King,    We  come  thy  name  to  sing;  Hith-er  our  children  bring 


Tri-  hutes  of  praise. 
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From  Clement  of  Alexandria. 
Henry  Martyn  Dexter,  tr. 

SiiEPiiErtD  of  tender  youth, 
Guiding  in  love  and  truth 

Through  devious  ways; 
Christ  our  triumphant  King, 
We  come  thy  name  to  sing; 
Hither  oi;r  children  bring 

Tributes  of  praise. 

2  Thou  art  our  holy  Lord, 
The  all-subduing  Word, 

Healer  of  strife: 
Thou  didst  thyself  abase, 
That  from  sin's  deep  disgrace 
Thou  mightest  save  our  race, 

And  give  us  life. 

HYMN   OF   JOY.    8s.  7s.  D. 


3  Ever  be  thou  our  Guide, 
Our  Shepherd  and  our  pride, 

Our  staff  and  song: 
Jesus,  thou  Christ  of  God, 
By  thy  perennial  word 
Lead  us  where  thou  hast  trod, 

Make  our  faith  strong, 

4  So  now,  and  till  we  die, 
Sound  we  thy  ])raises  high. 

And  joyful  sing. 
Let  all  the  holy  throng 
Who  to  thy  Church  belong. 
Unite  and  swell  the  song 

To  Christ  our  King! 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 
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'  *■  Take  my  moments  and  my  days,   Let  them  flow  in  [Omit ]  ceaseless  praise;  ^  hands,  and 
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let  them  move     At  the  impulse  of  thy  love ;  Take  my  feet,  and  left  them  be  Swift  and  beanti-ful  for  thee. 
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Consecration. 


OOO  F.  R.  Havergal. 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  thee; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days. 
Let  them  tiow  in  ceaseless  praise; 
Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love; 
Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  arid  beautiful  for  thee. 

2  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King; 
Take  "my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  thee; 

PURER  YET  AND   PURER.    6s.  5s.  D. 


Take  my  silver  and  nYy  gold. 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold; 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  thou  shalt  choose. 

3  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine, 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  thine  own, 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne; 
Take  my  love,  my  Lord,  1  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure-store; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  thee. 

Dykes. 
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Hop  -  ing    still   and     trust    -    ing 
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He  will  make  all  clear. 
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K/:* -j     Earned  longings. 

Purer  yet  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find; 
Hoping  still  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believing 

He  will  make  all  clear. 

2  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 
Trial  bear  and  pain, 

Surer  yet  and  surer 
Peace  at  last  to  gain; 


Goethe. 
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Suffering  still  and  doing, 
To  his  will  resigned, 

And  to  God  subduing 
Heart  and  will  and  mind. 

3  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Rising  to  the  light- 
Oft  these  earnest  longings 

Swell  within  my  breast, 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 

Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 
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MOUNT   ZION 


IMational. 
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1   Children's  voices,  high  in  heav'n,  Make  sweet  music  round  the  throne  t  Them,  the  King  of  kings  hath  giv'n 
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Glo -  ry  last-ing     as   his  own:     Lord,  it  was  thy  mer-cy  free,     Suffered  them  to    come    to     thee, 
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00^  Geo.  Ravvson. 

Children's  voices,  high  in  heaven, 

Make  sweet  music  round  the  throne; 
Them,  the  King  of  kings  hath  given 

Glory  lasting  as  his  own: 
Lord,  it  was  thy  mercy  free, 
Suffered  them  to  come  to  thee. 
2  We  would  think  of  them  to-day, 

And  their  everlasting  song; 
"We  would  sing  as  blest  as  they, 

In  the  spirit-land  ere  long: 
Lord!  let  us  thy  children  be, 
Suffer  us  to  come  to  thee. 
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3  Now  to  come  with  loving  mind, 
Simple  faith  and  earnest  prayer. 

Seeking  thy  dear  cross,  to  tind  ' 
Full  and  free  salvation  there: 
Lamb  of  God!  our  Saviour  be, 
Suffer  us  to  come  to  thee. 

4  Lord,  we  come!  be  thou  our  Guide 
Through  life's  dark  and  troubled  way; 

And  when  trained  and  sanctitied. 

Raise  us  to  the  perfect  day: 
Then  in  heaven  thy  words  shall  be, 
"Suffer  them  to  come  to  Me." 


DUKE  STREET.    L.  M. 
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J.  Hatton. 
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1.0     God,  be-neath  thy     guid  -  ing    hand,     Our    ex-iled  fa  -  thers   cross'dthe   sea: 


And  when  they  trod  the       win  -  try  strand,  With  pray'r  and  psalm  they  worshiped  thee. 
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K/i»>     "He  brought  forth  his  people."— fs.  105  :  43. 
^^'JO  L.  Bacon. 

O  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand, 

Our  exiled  fathers  crossed  the  sea: 
And  when  they  trod  the  wintry  strand. 

With  prayer  and  psalm  they  worshiped 
thee. 
2  Thou  heard'st,  well  pleased,  the  song,  the 
prayer: 

Thy  blessing  came;  and  still  its  power 
Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 

The  memory  of  that  holy  hour. 


3  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God 
Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves: 

And,  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 
The    God    they    trusted    guards    their 
graves. 

4  And  here  thy  name.  O  God  of  love. 
Their  children's  children  shall  adore. 

Till  these  eternal  hills  remove, 
And  si)ring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 


MOSCOW.    11. 10  &  9 
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1.  God,  the  All-ter-  ri-ble!  thou  who  or-dain-est  Thunder  thy  clarion,  and  lightning  thy  sword, 


Show  forth  thy  pit  -  y    on  hi'-h  where  thou reignest;  Give  to    us   peace  in  our  time,  0     Lord. 
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fil/i  I         "■^^'^  "''''  speak  pence  unto  his  people." 
*J\J-k:  Pii.  85:8.  Chorley 


3  God,  the  All-merciful,  earth  hath  for- 
saken 

God,  the  All-terrible  !  thou  who  ordainest         Thy  ways  all  holv,  and  slighted  thy  word; 
Thunder  thy  clarion,  and  lightning  thy    Let  not  thy  wrath"in  its  terrors  awaken; 
sword,  Give  to  us  pardon  and  peace,  O  Lord. 

Show  forth  thy  pity  on  high  where  thou   ^  ^^  ^.^^  ^^^  p^^pl^^  ^j^l^   thankful  de- 
reignesi,  vntinn 


Give  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord, 

2  Ciod,  the  Omnipotent!  mighty  Avenger, 
Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard. 

Save  us  in  mercy,  oh,  save  us  from  danger; 
(iive  to  us  peace  in  our  time,  O  Lord. 


KIPLING.    Ii.  M.  61. 


votion, 

Praise  him  who  saved  them  from  peril 
and  sword; 
Shouting  in  chorus,  from  ocean  to  ocean. 
Peace  to  the  nations,  and  praise  to  the 
Lord. 

Geo.  W.  Andrews. 
]- 


1.  God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old,  Lord  of  our  far-flung  bat -tie  line,  Beneath  whose  awfcl  hand  ve  hold 


Do-minion    o-  ver    palm  and  pine ;  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet,  Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  for  -  get ! 
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God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old. 
Lord  of  our  far-tlung  battle  line, 

Beneath  whose  awful  hand  we  hold 
Dominion  over  palm  and  i)ine; 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 

Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 

2  The  tumult  and  the  shouting  dies. 
The  captains  and  the  kings  depart, 

Still  stands  thine  ancient  sacrifice, 
An  humble  and  a  contrite  heart. 
Lord  (}od  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet, 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 

3  Far-called  our  navies  melt  away. 
On  dune  and  headland  sinks  the  fire. 


RuDVAKD  Kipling.    Lo,  all  our  pomp  of  yesterday 

Is  one  with  ><  ineveh  and  Tyre  ! 
Judge  of  the  nations,  spare  us  yet. 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 

4  If,  drunk  with  sights  of  power  we  loose 
Wild  tongues  that  have  thee  not  in  awe 

Such  boasting  as  the  Gentiles  use 

Or  lesser  breeds  without  the  law, 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  be  with  us  yet. 
Lest  we  forget,  lest  we  forget! 

5  For  heathen  heart  that  puts  her  trust 
In  reeking  tube  and  iron  shard, 

All  valiant  dust  that  builds  on  dust, 

And  guarding  calls  not  thee  to  guard. 
For  frantic  boast  and  foolish  word, 
Thy  mercy  on  thy  people,  Lord ! 


KationaL 


AMERICA.    6s&4s. 


Henry  Carey. 


1  My  country, 'tis  of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib-er-ty,       Of   thee    1 
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Of   thee    I     sing :  Land  where  my 
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fathers  died,  Land  Of  the  pilgrims' pride.Fromev-  'ry   mountainside   Let  freedom  ring! 
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K(\.t\.  "  J  /iflt'e  a  £rood/i/  heritage" 

000  S.  F.  Smith. 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee. 
Sweet  land'of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing: 
Land  where  my  fathers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrims"  pride, 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring! 

2  Mv  native  country,  thee— 
Land  of  the  noble  free— 

Thy  name  I  love; 

1  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thv  woods  and  templed  hills; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song ! 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break— 

The  sound  prolong  I 


CM. 


4  Our  fathers'  God!  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
"With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King! 

r'/*!-'  "A  land  which  the  Lord  caret h  firr." 

00  4  C.  T.  Brooks. 

God  bless  our  native  land! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand 

Through  storm  and  night; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Kuler  of  wind  and  wave, 
Do  thou  oiu'  country  save 

By  thy  great  might. 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies; 

On  him  we  wait; 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State! 


Farrant. 


1.  Lord !  while 
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love     the      most. 
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iThanhsgiuing. 

K/^Q  Natiovnl. 

^\y<J  John  R.  Wrf.fokd. 

Loud!  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray, 

Of  every  clime  and  coast, 
Oh,  hear  us  for  our  native  land, 

The  land  we  love  the  most. 
2  Oh,  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 

AVith  peace  our  borders  bless. 
With  prosperous  times  our  cities  crown. 

Our  tiekfs  with  plenteousness. 

FERRIER.    7s. 


3  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 
Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  thee: 

And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

4  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  thee 
Our  country  we  commend; 

Be  thou  her  refuge  and  her  trust, 
Her  everlasting  friend. 

Dykes. 
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1.  Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise, For  the  love  that  crowns  our'days !  Bounteous  source  of  ev'ry  j  oy, 

^  __  Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ ! 
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K/*0        ''Praise  unitethfor  thee." — Ps.  iVi. 
*J\J*J  Mrs.  Barbaulu. 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise. 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days ! 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongue^  employ  ! 

2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield, 
For  the  joy  which  harvests  bring. 
Grateful  praises  now  we  sing. 

3  All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o"er  the  smiling  land; 

AH  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  h'er  overllowing  stores; 

4  These,  great  God,  to  thee  we  owe. 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  tiow; 
And,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

HENDON.    7s. 


f^^{\  "dive  thanks  unto  the  Lord. 


—Ps.  ]:«. 

H.  W.  Baker. 

Praise,  oh,  praise  our  God  and  King; 
Hymns  of  adoration  sing; 
For  his  mercies  still  endure. 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  Praise  him  that  he  made  the  sun 
Day  by  day  his  course  to  run; 
And  the  silver  moon  by  night. 
Shining  with  her  gentle  light. 

3  Praise  him  that  he  gave  the  rain 
To  mature  the  swelling  grain; 
And  hath  bid  the  fruitful  field 
Crops  of  precious  increase  yield. 

4  Praise  him  for  our  harvest  store, 
He  hath  filled  the  garner-fioor; 
And  for  richer  food  than  this, 
Pledge  for  everlasting  bliss. 

Rev.  C.  H.  a.  Malan. 
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1.  Come,  ye  thankful     peo-ple,  come,  Raise  tlie  song  of     Har- vest-home;    All   is    safe-ly 
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'"i  T 1  "  Tf^^fl^^^  ^  '''«  world."— Matt.  13 :  38. 

*9  4  1.  Alford. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest-home; 
All  is  safely  gathered  in, 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin: 
2  God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied; 
Come  to  (Jod's  own  temple,  come, 
Eaise  the  song  of  Harvest-home. 
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3  All  the  world  is  God's  own  field. 
Fruit  unto  his  praise  to  yield; 
\V'heat  and  tares  together  sown. 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown: 

4  First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear. 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear; 
Lord  of  harvest,  grant  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 


Chanhsgiuing. 

J.6.6. 
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J.  CrOger. 


1.  Now     thank  we      all      our       God,  With  heart,  and  hands,  and      voic    -    es, 
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9  4^  C.  WiNKWORTH,  ^r. 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God, 

With  heart,  and  hands,  and  voices, 
"Who  wondrous  things  hath  done, 

In  whom  the  world  rejoices; 
AVho  from  our  mother's  arms 

Hath  blest  us  on  our  way 
AVith  countless  gifts  of  love, 

And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

2  Oh,  may  this  bounteous  God 
Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 

With  ever  joyful  hearts 
And  blessM  peace  to  cheer  us; 


And  keep  us  in  his  grace. 
And  guide  us  when  perplexed, 

And  free  us  from  all  ills 
Jn  this  world  and  the  next. 

3  All  praise  and  thanks  to  God, 

The  Father  now  be  given. 
The  Son,  and  him  who  reigns 

AVith  them  in  highest  heaven, 
The  One  Eternal  God, 

Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore; 
For  thus  it  was,  is  now, 

And  shall  be  evermore. 


BIVAULX.    L.  M. 


Chanhsgluing. 


1.  Here  we,    to  -  day, 
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The    bless-ings    of 
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the     sum- mer  hours,     The   ear  -  ly     and    the     lat  -  ter     rain. 


Whittier 

Here  we,  to-day,  amidst  our  flowers 
And  fruits,  have  come  to  own  again 

The  blessings  of  the  summer  hours, 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain. 

2  To  see  our  Father's  hand  once  more 
Reverse  for  us  the  plenteous  horn 

Of  Autumn,  tilled  and  running  o'er 

With  fruit,  and  dower,  and  golden  corn. 

3  Once  more  the  liberal  year  laughs  out 
O'er  richer  stores  than'gems  of  gold, 

Once  more,  with  harvest  song  and  shout. 
Is  nature's  bloodless  triumph  told. 


4  O  favors  every  year  made  new! 

O  gifts  with  rain  and  sunshine  sent! 
The  bounty  overruns  our  due, 
The  fulness  shames  our  discontent. 

5  We  shut  our  eyes,  the  flowers  bloom  on; 
We  murmur,  but  the  corn  ears  fill; 

We  choose  the  shadow,  but  the  sun 
That  casts  it,  shines  behind  us  still. 

6  Then  let  these  altars  wreathed  with  flow- 
And  piled  with  fruits,  awake  again    [ers 

Thanksgiving  for  the  golden  hours, 
The  early  and  the  latter  rain. 


ALMSGIVING.    8.  8.  8.  4. 


Dykes. 


O  i  TC  C.  Wordsworth. 

O  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea, 
To  thee  all  praise  and  glory  be; 
How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  thee, 
Who  givest  all. 

2  The  golden  sunshine,  vernal  air, 
Sweet  flowers  and  fruit  thy  love  declare; 
When  harvest  ripens,  thou  art  there^ 
Who  givest  all. 


3  For  peaceful  homes,  and  healthful  days, 
For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 

AV'e  owe  thee  thankfulness  and  praise, 
Who  givest  all. 

4  To  thee,  from  whom  we  all  derive 
Our  life,  our  gifts,  our  power  to  give; 
Oh,  may  we  ever  with  thee  live. 

Who  givest  all  I  <- 


iTimes  anb  Seasons. 


■WELLS.    L.  M. 


I.  HOI.DROYD. 
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1.  Great  God!  we  sing    that  might -y    hand,     By     which  sup- port  -   ed    still  we  stand; 


opening  year    thy     mer  -  cy  shows :  That    mer  -  cy  crowns    it       till    its  close. 
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'Tliou  croiunest  the  year."—Ps.  65. 

Doddridge, 


Great  God!  we  sing  that  mighty  hand, 
Ey  which  supported  still  we  stand; 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shows: 
That  mercy  crowns  it  till  its  close. 

2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God: 

By  his  incessant  bounty  fed. 
By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own; 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown. 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit. 
And  peaceful  leave  before  thy  feet. 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed. 
Be  thou  our  joy,  and  thou  our  rest; 
Thy  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 
Adored  through  all  our  changing  days. 


K^fi    "  K'c  spend  our  years  as  a  tak/'—Ps.  V). 

Another  year,  another  year. 

Hath  sped  its  flight  on  silent  wing, 

And  all  that  marked  its  brief  career 
Hath  passed  from  mortal  reckoning. 

2  Lord,  for  thy  grace  and  patient  love, 
Unwearied  still,  and  still  the  same. 

For  all  our  hopes  of  joy  above, 
AVe  laud  and  bless  thy  holy  name. 

3  Still  bear  with  us,  and  bless  us  still; 
And,  while  in  this  dark  world  we  stay, 

Oh,  let  us  love  thy  sacred  will, 
Oh,  let  us  keep  thy  narrow  way. 

4  So,  when  the  rolling  stream  of  time 
Hath  opened  to  a  boundless  sea. 

Loud  will  we  raise  that  song  divine, 
"All  power  and  glory  be  to  theel" 


AVON.    CM, 


Hugh  Wilson. 
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1,  As  shadows  cast  by  cloud  and  sun  Flit  o'er  the  summer  grass,  So  in  thy  sight,  Almighty  One, 

Earth's  generations  pass 


K^^    "Jesus  Christ  the  same."—Hcb.  1 
fj  4  4 

As  shadows  cast  by  cloud  and  sun 

Flit  o'er  the  summer  grass. 
So  in  thy  sight.  Almighty  One, 

Earth's  generations  pass. 

2  And  as  the  years,  an  endless  host. 

Come  swiftly  pressing  on, 
The  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast 

Just  glisten,  and  are  gone. 


3  Yet  doth  the  star  of  Bethlehem  shed 

A  lustre  pure  and  sweet. 
And  still  it  leads,  as  once  it  led, 
To  the  Messiah's  feet. 

4  O  Father,  may  that  holy  star 

Grow  every  year  more  bright. 
And  send  its  glorious  beams  afar, 
To  till  the  world  with  light. 


Che  Keuj  Ijear. 


DEVA.    6s.  5s.  81.     Wtth  R^rain. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Stand-ing    at    the    por    -    tal       Of    the    opening  year,  Words  of  com-fort   meet    us, 


Hush-ing    ev  -  'ry 


fear ;      Spok-  en  thro'  the      si 


lence    By    our    Father's    voice, 


A 


Rj:frain, 
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Ten-der,  strong,  and  faithful.  Making  us       re     -    joice. 
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Chil-dren  of    the      day  I  For    his  word  shall  nev  -  er,     Nev  -  er     pass       a  -   way. 
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O7o  F.  R.  Havergal. 

Standing  at  the  portal 

Of  the  opening  year, 
Words  of  comfort  meet  us, 

Hushing  every  fear; 
Spoken  through  the  silence 

By  our  Father's  voice. 
Tender,  strong,  and  faithful, 

Making  us  rejoice. — Ref. 

2  "I  the  Lord,  am  with  thee. 

Be  thou  not  afraid! 
I  will  keep  and  strengthen. 

Be  thou  not  dismayed! 
Yea,  I  will  uphold  thee 

With  my  own  right  hand; 
Thou  art  called  and  chosen 

In  my  sight  to  stand." — Ref. 
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3  For  the  year  before  us, 
Oh,  what  rich  supplies! 

For  the  poor  and  needy 
Living  streams  shall  rise; 

For  the  sad  and  sinful 
Shall  his  grace  abound; 

For  the  faint  and  feeble 
Perfect  strength  be  found, — Ref. 

4  He  will  never  fail  us, 
He  will  not  forsake; 

His  eternal  covenant 

He  will  never  break! 
Resting  on  his  promise, 

What  have  we  to  fear? 
God  is  all-suflicient 

For  the  coming  year. — Ref. 


iTimes  anb  Seasons* 


HATHERSAGE.    C.  M. 
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.1 

1,  The  spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf  and  flow'r,  With  songs 


R.  Jackson. 
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of  life  and  love  ; 

And  many  a  lay  wears  ont  the  day  In  many  a  leafy  grove. 
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0  4    *}  J.  S.    v..   MONSEI.I.. 

TiiK  spring-tide  hour  brinfi^s  leaf  and  Hower, 

Willi  songs  of  life  and  love; 
And  many  a  lay  wears  out  the  day 

In  many  a  leafy  grove. 

2  Bird,  flower,  and  tree  seem  to  agree 
Their  choicest  gifts  to  bring; 

Let  this  poor  heart  bear  well  its  part, 
xVnd  in  it  be  a  spring. 

3  Dews  fall  apace,  the  dews  of  grace, 
Upon  this  soul  of  sin; 

And  love  divine  delights  to  shine 
Upon  the  waste  within. 

SUMMER.    6s.  5s.  D. 
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4  Oh,  year  by  year  fruit,  flowers  appear. 
And*  birds  their  praises  sing; 

Then  let  my  heart  bear  too  its  part, 
Its  winter  have  a  spring. 

5  Lord,  let  thy  love,  fresh  from  above, 
Soft  as  the  south  wind  blow. 

Call  forth  its  bloom,  wake  its  perfume, 
And  bid  its  spices  How. 

6  And  when  thy  voice  makes  earth  rejoice, 
And  all  the  hills  to  sing; 

Lord,  teach  this  heart  to  bear  its  part. 
And  join  the  praise  of  spring. 

Samvel  Smith. 


1,  Summer  suns  are  glow-  ing 


O-ver  land  and  sea;    Happy  light  is  flow-  ing,  Beau-  ti-ful  and  free. 


Ev-'ry  thing  re- joic 
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In  the  mellow  rays;  All  earth's  thousand  voices  Swell  the  psalm  of  praise. 
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W.  W.  How. 


Summer  suns  are  glowing 

Over  land  and  sea; 
Happy  light  is  riowing. 

Beautiful  and  free. 
Every  thing  rejoices 

In  the  mellow  rays; 
All  eartli's  thousand  voices 

Swell  the  psalm  of  praise. 
2  (Jod"s  free  mercy  streameth 

Over  all  the  world, 
And  his  banner  glearaeth 

F^verywhere  unfurled. 
Broad  and  deep  and  glorious 

As  the  heaven  above. 
Shines  in  might  victorious 

His  eternal  love. 


3  Lord,  upon  our  blindness 
Thy  pure  radiance  pour; 

For  thy  loving-kindness 
Make  us  love  thee  more. 

And  when  clouds  are  drifting 
Dark  across  our  sky. 

Then,  the  veil  uplifting. 
Father,  be  thou  nigh, 

4  We  will  never  doubt  thee, 
Though  thou  veil  thy  light: 

Life  is  dark  without  thee; 

Death  with  thee  is  bright. 
Light  of  light  I  shine  o'er  us 

On  our  pilgrim  way, 
Go  thou  still  before  us 

To  the  endless  day. 


AURELIA. 


7s  &  6s.  D. 


S.  S.  Wesley. 


IThe  Neui  year. 


1,  The  year  is  swiftly  waning ;  The  summer  days  are  past !  And  life,  brief  life,is  speeding ;  The  end  is  nearing  fast 
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The  ever  changing  seasons  In  silence  come  and  go ;    But  thou,  Eternal  Father,  No  time  or  change  canst  know, 
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001  W.  W.  How. 

The  Year  is  swiftly  waning; 

The  summer  days  are  past: 
And  life,  brief  life,  is  speeding; 

The  end  is  nearing  fast. 
The  ever  changing  seasons 

In  silence  come  and  go; 
But  thou.  Eternal  Father, 

No  time  or  change  canst  know. 

2  O  pour  thy  grace  upon  us. 
That  we  may  worthier  be, 

Each  year  that  passes  o'er  us, 
To  dwell  in  heaven  with  thee. 


Behold  the  bending  orchards 

With  bounteous  fruit  are  crowned; 
Lord,  in  our  hearts  more  richly 

Let  heavenly  fruits  abound. 
3  Oh,  by  each  mercy  sent  us, 

And  by  each  grief  and  pain, 
By  blessings  like  the  sunshine, 

And  sorrows  like  the  rain. 
Our  barren  hearts  make  fruitful 

"With  every  goodly  grace. 
That  we  thy  name  "may  hallow, 

And  see  at  last  thv  face. 


BENEVENTO.    7s.  D. 
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S.  Webbe. 
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1.  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun  Hast-ed  thro'  the  former  year,  Ma-ny  souls  their  race  have  run, 


D.  S.—We    a     lit  -  tie  long-er  wait, 

D.S. 


Nev-er  more  to  meet  us     here :  Fixed  in  an    e  -  ter-nal  state, They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
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But  how  lit -tie,  none  can  know. 

^(li'^      "  Teach  us  to  number  our  daijs." 

**  ^-^  J.  Newton. 

WiiiLE  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

I  Fasted  through  the  former  year. 
Many  ^^ouls  their  race  have  run. 

Never  more  to  meet  us  here: 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below; 
We  a  little  longer  wait. 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 
2  As  the  wingM  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find, — 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Uarts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind, — 


Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream: 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raisel 

All  below  is  but  a  dream. 
3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive, 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew: 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live. 

With  eternity  in  view  ; 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old; 

Fill  us"  with  a  Saviour's  love; 
When  our  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

Mav  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 


AMSTERDAM.    7s  &  6s. 


iCimes  anb  Seasons. 
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James  Xares. 
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1   jKise,  my  soul !  and  stretch  thy  wings,  Thy  bet  -  ter    por- tion  trace  i  i 
'  ^  Rise,  from  trans  -  i  -  to  -   ry  things,  Toward  heav'n,  thy  native  place;  J  Snn  and  moon  and  stars  de 
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Time  shall  soon  this  earth  re -move;  Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste    a  -  way    To  seats  pre-pared  a -hove! 
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KQQ     "Seek  those  things  ivhich  are  above." 

tf  OO  Col.  3  :  1.  Seagrave. 

Rise,  my  soul!  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace; 
Rise,  from  transitory  things. 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay. 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above! 
2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun, — 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source: 

LEOMINSTER.    S.  M.  D. 

„  Slowly. 
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So  a  soul  that's  born  of  Cxod, 
Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face; 

Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 
To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims!  cease  to  mourn,- 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soon  your  Saviour  shall  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies: 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  your  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

Arr.  bv  Sullivan. 
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III  ,  _    ,    ,        . 

1.  A  few  more  years  shall  roll,  A  few  more  seasons  come ;  And  we  shall  he  with  those  that  rest.  Asleep  within  the  tomh ! 
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A  few  more  storms  shall  heat  On  this  wild,  rocky  shore ;  And  we  shall  he  where  tempests  cease, 

!    I  And  surges  swell  no  more : 
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K  Q  I  The  Pilgrim's  song. 

»JO-±  BONAR. 

A  FEW  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come; 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 

Asleep  within  the  tomb: 
A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild,  rocky  shore; 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more: 
2  A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more: 
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A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way; 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

Th'  eternal  Sabbath-day: 

3  'Tis  but  a  little  while. 

And  he  shall  come  again. 
Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  him  may  reign: 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day; 
O  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away! 


Angels. 


vox  ANGELICA.    P.  M.  (Dykes'.) 


Dykes. 
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1.  Hark,  hark,  my  soul !  angelic  songs  are  swelling  O'er  earth's  green  fields  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore ; 

How  sweet  the  truth  those 
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Refrain. 


blessed  strains  are  telling  Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more.  Angels  of  Je  -  sus,   An  -  gels  of  light, 
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Sing-ing  to    welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night.  Singing  to  welcome   the  pilgrims,  the  pilgrims  of  the  night. 
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KC  H^         "-f  /icoid  </te  voice  of  many  angels." 
0<^0  Rev.b:  11.  Faber. 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul!    angelic  songs  are  And  laden  souls  by  thousands  meekly  steal- 
swelling  ing, 
O'er  earth's  green  fields  and  ocean's  wave-  Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to 
beat  shore;  thee. — Ref. 
How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains 

are  telling  4  Rest  comes  at  length :  though  life  be  long 

Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  and  dreary, 

more. — Kef.  The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night 

be  past; 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  Faith's  journeys  end  in  welcome  to  the 

singing,  weary, 

"Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will 

come;"                                            '  come  at  last. — Ref. 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly 

ringing,  5  Angels,  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches 

The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home. —  keeping, 

Ref.  Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs 
above, 

3  Far,  far  away  like  bells  at  evening  peal-  Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of 

ing,  weeping, 
The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloud- 
sea,  less  love! — Ref 


iCime  an6  "Eternity. 


PILGRIMS,    lis.  10s. 


H.  Smart. 
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1,  We  would  see  Je  -  sus— for  the  shadows  lengthen       A  -  cross  this  lit  -  tie  landscape  of  our    life; 
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We  wonldsee  Je  -  sus  onr  weak  faith  to  strengthen,   For    the  last  wea-ri-ness— the  fin  -  al   strife. 
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.^Q/^    "We  would  see  Jesus."— John  12:  21. 

*  ^  2  We  would  see  Jesus — other  lights  are 

We  would  see   Jesus — for   the    shadows  fading, 

lengthen  Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to 

Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life  ;  see; 

We  would  see  Jesus  our  weak  faith  to  The  blessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  failing, 

strengthen,  We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to 

For  the  last  weariness — the  final  strife.  thee. 


REST.    L.  M. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  A -sleep  in      Je   -    sus!  bless -ed  sleep!  From  which  none  ev 


er     wake  to  weep; 


KC'T        "He  fell  asleep."— Acts  7:  60. 

tJ<J  4  Mrs.  Mackay. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessSd  sleep! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose. 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 
2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  has  lost  its  venomed  sting. 
.3  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 
4  Asleep  in  .Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 
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Which  die  in  the  Lord."— Rev.  14  :  13. 

Mrs.  Barbaitld. 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies! 

When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes; 

How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around — 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys; 
And  naught  disturbs  that  peace  profound 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

4  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay. 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies; 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
"liow  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies." 


Death. 


SLEEP  THY  LAST   SLEEP. 


Barnby. 


1,  Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  and  sor-row ;   Rest,  where  none  weep,  Till  th' eter-nal     mor-row; 
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Tho' dark  waves  roll        o'er  the  si-lent  riv  -  er,      Thy  faint-ing    soul 
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Hosea  14 : 


E.  A.  Dayman. 
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Je-sns  can  de  -  liv  -  er. 
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Under  the  sod,  earth  receive  our  treasure, 


Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  and  to  rest  in  God,  waiting  all  his  pleasure. 

sorrow; 

Eest,  where    none    weep,  till    th'    eternal  ^  Though  we  may  mourn  those  in  life  the 

morrow;  dearest, 

Though  dark  waves  roll  o'er  the  silent  river,  They  shall  return,  Christ,  when  thou  ap- 
Thy  fainting  soul  Jesus  can  deliver.  pearest ! 

Soon   shall   thy  voice  comfort  those  now 
2  Life's  dream  is  past,  all  its  sin,  its  sadness;  weeping. 

Brightly  at  last  dawns  a  day  of  gladness:  Bidding  rejoice  all  in  Jesus  sleeping. 


ATHALIE.    S.  M.  D. 
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Mendelssohn. 
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1,  Servant  of  God,  well  done !  Rest  from  thy  lov'd  employ ;  The  battle  fought,  the  vict'ry  won.  Enter  thy  Master's  j  oy. 
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The  voice  at  midnight  came ;  He  started  up  to  hear ;  A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame  i  He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear 
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His  spirit  with  a  bound 
Left  its  encumbering  clay! 

His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground 
A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

3  The  pains  of  death  are  past; 

Labor  and  sorrow  cease; 
And  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last. 

His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done! 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ; 
And.  while  eternal  ages  run, 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 


KQ/^    "Al  midnight  there  ivas  a  cry  made.'' 
*Jijyf  Montgomery. 

Servant  of  God,  well  done! 

Rest  from  thy  loved  employ; 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 

Enter  thy  Master's  joy. 
The  voice  at  midnight  came; 

He  started  up  to  hear; 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame; 

He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear. 

2  At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

"To  meet  thy  God  prepare!" 
He  woke, — and  caught  his  ('aptain's  eye; 

Then,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer. 


Death. 


MONSELL    (ST.  ANDREW).    S.  M 
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Barney. 
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1,  It  is  not  death  to  die— To  leave  this  weary  road,  And,  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  high.  To  be  at  home  with  God. 
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•^Ol  "  ^hoso  believeth  shall  never  die." 

0*J±  John  11 :  26.  G.  W.  Bethune. 

It  is  not  death  to  die- 
To  leave  this  weary  road, 

And,  "mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 
The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears. 

And  wake,  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 


3  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust. 

And  rise,  on  strong,  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 

4  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life! 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die; 

Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife. 
To  reign  with  thee  on  high. 


PALESTRINA.    CM 


Arr.  from  Palestrina. 
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1,  Why  do  we  monrn  departing  friends.  Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  7  'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesns  sends 

To  call  them  to  his  arms. 
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^r\f>    "Present  ivith  the  Lord."— 2  Cor.  5 :  8. 
OtJj^  Watts. 

AVhy  do  we  mourn  departing  friends, 

Or  shake  at  death's  alarm,s  V 
'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 

To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  V 
There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay; 

There  hopes  unfading  bloom. 
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3  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  blessed, 
And  softened  every  bed; 

Where  should  the  dying  members  rest. 
But  with  the  dying  Head  ? 

4  Thence  he  arose,  ascending  high, 
And  showed  our  feet  the  way; 

Up  to  the  Lord  our  souls  shallfly, 
At  the  great  rising  day. 


GORTON.    S.M. 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 
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1,  Rest  for  the  toiling  hand,  Rest  for  the  anxious  brow,  Rest  for  the  weary,  way-worn  feet,  Rest  from  all  labor  nowj— 


KQQ     "ifj/  fi.esh  also  shall  rest  in  hope." 

•Jtft>  Ps.  16:  9.  BoNAR. 

Eest  for  the  toiling  hand, 

Kest  for  the  anxious  brow. 
Rest  for  the  weary,  way-worn  feet, 

Eest  from  all  labor  now; — 

2  Soon  shall  the  trump  of  God 

Give  out  the  welcome  sound 
That  shakes  thy  silent  chamber-walls, 

And  breaks  the  turf -sealed  ground. 


3  Ye  dwellers  in  the  dust. 
Awake  I  come  forth  and  sing; 

Sharp  has  your  frost  of  winter  been. 
But  bright  shall  be  your  spring. 

4  'Twas  sown  in  weakness  here; 
'Twill  then  be  raised  in  power: 

That  which  was  sown  an  earthly  seed, 
Shall  rise  a  heavenly  flower  I 


TRUST.    8s.  7s. 


Death  an6  Resurrection. 


Arr.  fr.  Mendelssohn. 


id: 


i=4 


1.  Cease,  ye     mourners,  cease      to     lan-guish 
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O'er    the  graves    of 
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those  you    love ; 
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Fain  and  death   and 
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night  and    an  -  guish 
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the  world 
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"  To  comfort  all  that  moiini." — Isa.  Gl 


Ot/i  COLLVER. 

Cease,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish 
O'er  the  graves  of  those  you  love; 

Pain  and  death  and  night  and  anguish 
Enter  not  the  world  aljove. 

2  While  our  silent  steps  are  straying 
Lonely  through  night's  deepening  shade, 

Glory's  brightest  beams  are  playing 
liound  the  happy  Christian's  head. 

DIRGE.    L.  M.  4  or  61. 


-Ubi^ 


3  Light  and  peace  at  once  deriving 
From  the  hand  of  God  most  high. 

In  his  glorious  presence  living, 
They  shall  never,  never  die. 

4  Now,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish 
O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love; 

Far  removed  from  pain  and  anguish, 
They  are  chanting  hymns  above. 


Handel. 
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1,  Unvail  thy  Ijo-som,  faith-ful  tomb,  Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust,  And  give  these  sacred  rel-ics  room 
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To    slumber  in   the  si  -  lent  dust.  And  give  these  sacred  rel 
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rtfk  t     "Fallen  asleep  in  Christ."—!  Cur.  15. 

OVF'>  Watts. 

Unvail  thy  bosom,  faithful  toml), 

Take  this  new  treasure  to  tliy  trust, 
II :  And  give  these  sacred  relics  room 

To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust.  : , 
2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 

Invade  thy  bounds;  no  mortal  woes 
II :  Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleei)er  here. 

While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose.  :I| 


3  So  Jesus  slept:  (lod's  dying  Son 
Passed  through    the  grave,  and  blessed 

the  bed: 
II :  Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 
The  morning  break  and  pierce  the  shade.  :|| 

4  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn  I 
Attend,  O  earth!  his  sovereign  word: 

II :  Restore  thy  trust;  a  glorious  form 
Shall  then  ascend  to  meet  the  Lord  I  :|| 


REQUIESCAT.    P.  M. 


Death. 


fcqzS 


-1 1 t-l — I 1 l-l — I \-^ — I — ' -— 1 1 1 l-l — I — I 1 — t— I — I — 1 — l- 1 

'    -0-  -0-  -•■-••■*■  •#■-§■    I       •   -•■  •    m    a  "■         w~ 

1,  Now  the  laborer's  task  is   o'er :  Now  the  battle- day  is     past;  Now  up- on  the  farther  shore  Lands  the  voya- 
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ger     at      last.       Fa  -  ther,     in  thy  gracious     keep  -  ing  Leave  we  now  thy  ser-vant  sleep     -      ing. 
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*-'«-''-'  John  Ellerton. 

1  Now  the  laborer's  task  is  o'er: 
Now  the  battle-day  is  past; 

Now  upon  the  farther  shore 
Lands  the  voyager  at  last. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 

2  There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried; 
There  its  hidden  things  are  clear; 

There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 
By  a  jnster  Judge  than  here. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 


3  There  the  sinful  souls  that  turn 
To  the  cross  their  dying  eyes. 

All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 

At  his  feet  in  Paradise. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 

4  "Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust;" 
Calmly  now  the  words  we  say; 

Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust. 

Till  the  Resurrection-day, 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 
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ANGEL'S  VISITS. 
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1.  With  silence  only  as  their  bene    - 

2.  Yet  would  we  say  what  every  heart  ap    - 

3.  Not  upon  us  or  ours  the  solemn 

4.  God  calls  our  loved  ones,  but  we  lose  not 


I   die-  tion  God's  I  an  -  gels 

Iprov-eth,  Our    I  Father's 
I   an  -  gel  Hath.  I      e   -   vil 

I  whol  -  ly  What  I  He     has 
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come ; 
will, 
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given ; 
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Where  in  the  shadow  of  a  great  af      -       - 
Calling  to  him  the  dear  ones  whom  he 
The  funeral  anthem  is  a  glad  e        -        - 
They  live  on  earth  in  thought  and  deed,  as 
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flict  -  ion  The  I  soul 
lov  -  eth,    Is  I  mer  ■ 
van  -  gel;  The  I  good 
tru  -  ly      As    I    in 
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Second  looming  of  iChrist. 


SLEEPERS  WAKE.    P.  M. 


P.  NiCOI.AI. 

Har.  by  Menuei.ssohn. 
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wake,Je  -  ru  -   sa  -  lem,    at      last!    Midnight  hears  tlie     welcome    voi    -     ces, 
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And       at   the  thrilling    cry    re  -  joice 
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Come  forth,  ye    vir  -  gins,  night    is    past! 


SES^feE^iEEi 


The  Bridegroomcomes;a  -  wake!   Your  lamps  with  gladness    take;     Hal  -  le  -  lu  -   jah! 
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Philip  Nicolai. 
Catherine  Winkwokth,  tr. 

Wake,  awake!  for  night  is  flying; 

The  watchmen  on  the  heights  are  crying, 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  at  last! 
Midnight  hears  the  welcome  voices. 
And  at  the  thrilling  cry  rejoices: 
Come  forth,  ye  virgins,  night  is  past! 
The  Bridegroom  comes;  awake! 
Your  lamps  with  gladness  take; 
Hallelujah! 
And  for  his  marriage  feast  prepare, 
For  ye  must  go  to  meet  him  there. 

2  Zion  hears  the  watchmen  singing, 
And  all  her  heart  with  joy  is  springing. 
She  wakes,  she  rises  from  her  gloom; 
For  lier  Lord  comes  down  all  glorious, 
The  strong  in  grace,  in  truth  victorious, 


Iler  star  is  risen,  her  light  is  come! 
Ah  come,  thou  blessed  Lord, 
O  Jesus,  Son  of  God, 
Hallelujah! 
We  follow  till  the  halls  we  see 
Where  thou  hast  bid  us  sup  with  thee. 

3  Now  let  all  the  heavens  adore  thee, 
And  men  and  angels  sing  before  thee, 

With  harp  and  cymbal's  clearest  tone; 
Of  one  pearl  each  shining  portal, 
Where  we  are  with  the  choir  immortal 
Of  angels  round  thy  dazzling  throne; 
Nor  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear 
Hath  yet  attained  to  hear 
What  there  is  ours. 
But  we  rejoice,  and  sing  to  thee 
Our  hymns  of  joy  eternally. 


MEBIBAH.    C.  P.M. 


ilime  anb  Eternity. 


L.  M.vsoN. 
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1,  When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  come  To  take  thy  ransom'd  people  home,  Shall    I 
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among  them  stand? 


KQQ  ''The  Lord  himself  shall  descend."— Them,  i  :  16. 

When  thou,  my  righteousJudcfe,sh alt  come   But — can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought^ 


To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  1  among  them  stand? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  ? 
2  1  love  to  meet  thy  people  now. 
Before  thy  gracious  feet  to  bow, 
Though  vilest  of  them  all; 

ST.  MARTINS.    C.  M. 


What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  thou  for  them  shalt  call! 
3  Oh,  let  me  with  thy  saints  be  found, 
Whene'er  th"  archangel's  trump  shall  sound, 

To  see  thy  smiling  face: 
Then  loudest  of  the  throng  I'll  sing, 
AVhile  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 
With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 

W.M.  TANSI'K. 
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1.  Give    me 


their    joys,  How     bright   their     glo  - 

1 1  j'l — I — 


'  Whence  came  theu." — Rev.  7:  14-17 


iiUO  Watts. 

GivK  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise 

Within  the  vail  and  see 
The  saints  above — how  great  their  joys. 

How  bright  their  glories  be! 

2  I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came; 
They,  with  united  breath, 

Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

3  They  marked  the  footsteps  that  he  trod; 
His  zeal  inspired  their  breast; 

And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest. 

4  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise 
For  his  own  pattern  given, 

While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Shows  the  same  path  to  heaven. 


£*f\'i  "7  saiu  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth." — Rev.  21. 

0\J±  W  ATTS. 

Lo!  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes! 
The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away. 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 

2  "The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 
■  Removes  his  blest  abode, — 

Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace, 
And  he,  the  loving  God. 

3  "His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 
From  every  weeping  eye; 

And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears, 
And  death  itself,  shall  die." 

4  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  oh,  how  long 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay? 

Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day! 


DIES  IR^.    L.  M. 

-^.-ry~FI~!" i -FJ'F*--^ 

'-7-I— ; — -\ — I — ) — I — r\ — I — : ^1-"^  -^ — ^• 


Cime  anb  Eternity. 


Barnby. 
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1.  That  day  of  wrath !  that  dreadful  day,  Whea  heav'u  and  earth  shall  pass  away ! 

What  pow'r  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  ?  How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  7 
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/i/"|»>  "Dies  irw,  dies  ilia."    Thomas  of  Celano. 

^'^'■•^  Walter  Scott,  ir. 

That  day  of  wrath!  that  dreadful  day, 
AVhen  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away! 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay?' 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  V 

2  When  shriveling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll, 

EOSEATE   HUES.    C.  M.  D. 


And  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
iiesounds  the  trump  that  wakes  the  dead: 

3  Oh!  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day. 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay. 
Be  thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stay. 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

Barnby. 
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1.  The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn,  The  brightness  of    the    day,     The  crim-son     of    the 
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Oh,  for  the  pearl  -  y     gates  of  heav'n! 
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Oh, 


Mb 


for  the  gold-en  floor !  Oh,  for  the  Sun 
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of  Eighteousness  That  setteth  never-more! 
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W"*^  Mrs.  C.  F.  Alexander. 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn, 

The  brightness  of  the  day. 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  fast  they  fade  away! 
Oh,  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven! 

Oh,  for  the  golden  Hoor! 
Oh,  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 

That  setteth  nevermore! 

2  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here. 
How  soon  they  tire  and  faint! 

How  many  a  spot  detiles  the  robe 
That  wraps  an  earthly  saint! 
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Oh,  for  a  heart  that  never  sins! 

Oh,  for  a  soul  washed  white! 
Oh,  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night! 

3  Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace. 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh,  by  thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord, 

And  by  thy  life  laid  down. 
Grant  that  we  fall  not  from  thy  grace, 

Nor  fail  to  reach  our  crown! 


iieauen. 


ELVET.    CM. 


Dykes. 
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1,  On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  I  Stand,  And  cast  a  wishful  eye  To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land 

W  here  my  possessions  lie. 
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/^/\  I    "  Ye  shall  pass  over  this  Jordan." 

\j\j~t  Josh.  1 :  11.  Stknnett. 

On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day; 

There  God,  the  Sun,  for  ever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 

3  When  shall  1  reach  that  happy  place, 
And  be  forever  blest  V 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  in  his  bosom"  rest  ? 

4  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 
Can  here  no  longer  stay; 

Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll. 
Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 

SHEPHERD.    CM. 


Watts. 


fiO  Hi  "  ^''^''  ^^^^  *^^  ^^^  land."—Deul.  Z'. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 

Where  saints  immortal  reign; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night. 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never- withering  flowers: 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 

Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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1,  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight,Where  saints  immortal  reign ;  Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
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£\f\^  "Lei  nol  votir  heart  be  troubled." 

lyXJ  4  John  14 :  15.  Watti 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

1  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  hellish  darts  be  hurled. 

Then  1  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall; 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all, — 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest. 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


/*/~k/i    "  Set  your  affection  on  things  above." 

\y\J\J  Coi.  3:1.  Mrs.  Steele. 

Oh,  could  my  thoughts  and  wishes  fly 

Above  these  gloomy  shades, 
To  those  bright  worlds  beyond  the  sky 

Which  sorrow  ne'er  invades! 

2  There  joys  unseen  by  mortal  eyes, 
Or  reason's  feeble  ray, 

In  ever-blooming  prospect  rise. 
Unconscious  of  decay. 

3  Lord!  send  a  beam  of  light  divine 
To  guide  our  upward  aim; 

With  one  reviving  touch  of  thine 
Our  languid  hearts  inflame. 

4  Then  shall,  on  faith's  sublimest  wing. 
Our  ardent  wishes  rise 

To  those  bright  scenes,  where  pleasures 
Immortal  in  the  skies.  [  spring 


Heauen. 


LEYDEN.    7s.  81. 


Spohe.    Arr.  S.  S.  Wesley. 


15 
1.  What    are  these  in  bright  ar- ray,    This    in  -  nu- mer  -  a  -  ble  throng,  Round  the  al  -  tar 


;ii; 


:2=:|=?: 


i^ 


night  and  day.  Hymning  one  tri-umph-ant  song  V  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain,  Blessing, 


--It 

-:-i2 — •- 


=lf=t:5= 


yj^  ■*-_^_ 


^2«. 


=F= 


±zl 


t=t 


-A    ^ ^  !_'      ^_H u 

"^     1        If'      1 1      T 

-d- 

^— =rf 

w — *~^~ 

hon-or, 

••- 

glo-ry,  pow'r.  Wisdom,  rich-es 

to     ob- tain,  New    do-min-ion    ev  - 

'ry    hour!" 

— *-#->»5 — ■-■ 

§??-"^-"^=- 

4^t  T  r^p  p  ;«  ••  *— ^  iiii-  r"'^~~p= 

-1 — 

r^=H 

f-  M^  ■  -   >  ' — ^- 

— 1 1 i 1 ^*5— 1 1-^ 

-r- 

T^—  -" 

Al"l^  i?e('.  7:  11-17. 

vfVfO  Montgomery. 

What  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day. 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song? 
"Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain. 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power. 
Wisdom,  riches  to  obtain, 

New  dominion  every  hour!" 

2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod; 

These  from  great  affliction  came; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  his  almighty  name: 


Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor-palms  in  every  hand, 

Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

3  Hunger,  thirst,  diesease  unknown. 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed; 
Them  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead: 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs; 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear; 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 
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R.  Harrison. 
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For  all  the  servants  of  onr  King, 

In  earth  and  heav'n,  are  on3, 
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/i/'ktf"!  "  Yc  are  all  ove  in  Christ  Jesus." 

\9\f,J  Gnl.:i:2ii.  C.  Wesle 

Lk  r  saints  below  in  concert  sing 

With  those  to  glory  gone: 
For  all  tne  servants  of  our  King, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

2  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  his  command  we  bow; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 

And  part  are  crossing  now. 
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3  Ev'n  now,  by  faith,  we  join  our  hands 
With  those  that  went  before, 

And  greet  the  ransomed  blessM  bands 
L^Iion  tir  eternal  shore. 

4  Lord  .TesusI  be  our  constant  guide; 
And.  when  the  word  is  given. 

Bid  death's  cold  flood  its  waves  divide, 
And  land  us  safe  in  heaven. 


Heauen. 


BENEDICTUS.    S.  M. 


Chari.es  H.  Morse. 
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From  "  Plymouth  Hymnal"  by  per.  ("harles  H.  Morse. 

fil  f\     "  Aow  is  our  fcdvdtion  nearer." 

"Avf  lioiii.  V6:  11.  Phoebe  Gary. 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er: 
Nearer  my  home  am  I  to-day, 

Than  e'er  I  Avas  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 
Where  many  mansions  be; 

Nearer  the  throne  where  Jesus  reigns, — 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life, 
"Where  burdens  are  laid  down; 

Nearer  leaving  my  heavy  cross. 
Wearing  my  starry  crown. 

4  Nearer  that  hidden  stream, 
Winding  through  shades  of  night, 

Piolling  its  cold,  dariv  waves  between 
Me  and  the  world  of  light. 

5  Jesus  I  to  thee  1  cling: 
Strengthen  my  arm  of  faith; 

Stay  near  me  while  my  way-worn  feet 
Press  through  the  stream  of  death. 

DULCE  DOMUM.    S.  M. 
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Dent.  30:  19. 

Montgomery. 

On,  where  shall  rest  be  found — 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  sound, , 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh: 

'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath: 

Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death! 

5  Lord  (xod  of  truth  and  grace. 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun; 

Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face. 
And  evermore  undone. 

R.  S.  Ambrose. 
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1.  "  Forever  with  the  Lord ! "  Amen !  so  let  it  be ;  Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word !  'Tis  immortal-i  -  ty! 
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£*-t  iy"  So  shall  Ji'e  ever  be  with  the  Lord." 

XjX.^  JNIONTGOMERY. 

"  F()R?:vEK  with  the  Lord !" 

Amen!  so  let  it  be: 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word! 

"Tis  immortality! 
2  My  Father's  house  on  high. 

Home  of  my  soul!  how  near. 
At  times,  to  faith's  aspiring  eye. 

Thy  golden  gates  appear! 


3  Be  thou  at  my  right  hand; 
So  shall  1  never  fail: 

Uphold  thou  me  and  1  shall  stand; 
Help,  and  I  shall  prevail. 

4  So.  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  vail  in  twain: 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gain. 


Heauen. 


SOUTHWELL. 


H.  S.  Irons. 
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''The  holy  citij,  Xeiu  Jerusalem." — Eev.  21 ; 


Jerusalem!  my  happy  home! 

Name  ever  clear  to  me! 
AVhen  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee? 

2  Oh,  w^hen,  thou  city  of  my  God, 
Shall  1  thy  courts  ascend, 

AVhere  evermore  the  angels  sing. 
Where  Sabbaths  have  no  end? 


Blest  seats!  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 


4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe? 
Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 

I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Jerusalem,  my  glorious  home! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee; 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom,    Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know:  When  1  thy  joys  shall  see. 


EVERMORE 


7.7.7.5. 


R.  Brown-Borthwick. 


1.  When  the  day  of  toil  is  done,  When  the  race  of  life  is  run,  Father,  grant  thy  wearied  one  Rest  for  ever-more ! 
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'-'-■-■i  John  Ellerton. 

When  the  day  of  toil  is  done. 
When  the  race  of  life  is  run. 
Father,  grant  thy  wearied  one 
liest  for  evermore! 

2  When  the  strife  of  sin  is  stilled, 
AVhen  the  foe  within  is  killed, 

Be  thy  gracious  word  fullilled. 
Peace  for  evermore! 

3  When  the  darkness  melts  away 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

Bid  us  hail  the  cheering  ray; — 
Light  for  evermore! 


4  When  the  heart  by  sorrow  tried 
Feels  at  length  its  throbs  subside. 
Bring  us,  where  all  tears  are  dried, 

Joy  for  evermore! 

5  When  for  vanished  days  we  yearn, 
Days  that  never  can  return. 

Teach  us  in  thy  love  to  learn 
Love  for  evermore! 

6  AVhen  the  breath  of  life  is  flown, 
When  the  grave  must  claim  its  own, 
Lord  of  life!  be  ours  thy  crown — 

Life  for  evermore!  ' 


jHeauen. 


ALFOKD.    7.6.8.6.  81. 


Dykes. 
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isand  times  ten  thousand.  In  sparkling  raiment  bright.  The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light ! 
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'Tis  finished,  all  is  finished.  Their  fight  with  death  and  sin  i  Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates.  And  let  the  victors  in, 
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vlAtI  Henry  Alford. 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 

In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light: 
'Tis  tinished,  all  is  tinished, 

Their  tight  with  death  and  sin: 
Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 

And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  "What  rush  of  hallelujahs 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky; 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh. 
O  day,  for  which  Creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made; 
O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 

A  thousand  fold  repaid. 


3  O  then  what  raptured  greetings 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore; 

AVhat  knitting  severed  friendships  up 
Where  partings  are  no  more. 

Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle, 
That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late: 

Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 
Nor  widows  desolate. 

4  Bring  near  thy  great  salvation, 
Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain; 

Fill  up  the  roll  of  thine  elect. 
Then  take  thy  power  and  reign! 

Appear,  Desire  of  nations! 
Thine  exiles  long  for  home: 

Show  in  the  heavens  thy  promised  sign! 
Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come! 
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■,   /Re-joice, rejoice, be-liev  -    ers,  And    let  your  lights  ap- pear;  \ 

•■The  evening  is  ad  -  vane  -  ing,  And   dark-er  night  is       neari  '       The  Brideg: 
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And  soon    he    will  draw     nigh  ;        Up,  pray,  and  watch,  and  wres  -  tie,      At  midnight  comes  the    cry. 
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Beauen. 


/* -j  f*  '■Ermuntert  euch,  ihr  Frommen." 

Miss  Bokthwick, /r. 

Rej<^I€E,  rejoice,  believers, 

And  let  your  lights  api)ear; 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

And  darker  night  is  near: 
The  Bridegroom  is  arising, 

And  soon  he  will  draw  nigh; 
•Up.  pray,  and  watch,  and  wrestle, 

At  midnight  monies  the  cry. 
2  See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Eeplenish  them  with  oil; 
Look  now  for  your  salvation, 

PARADISE,  No.  1      8.6.8.6.6.6.6.6. 


The  end  of  sin  and  toil: 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near. 
Go  meet  him  as  he  cometh. 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 
3  Our  hope  and  expectation, 

O  .Jesus,  now  appear; 
Arise,  thou  Sun  so  longed  for, 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere: 
^\'ith  hearts  and  hands  ujilifted, 

We  plead,  ()  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

And  ever  be  with  thee. 
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Where  loy  -  al  hearts  and  true, 


hap-  py  land  Where  they  that  loved  are   hlest;    Where  loy 
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Stand  ev-er   in  the  light,    All    rapture,  thro' and  thro'.   In  God's  most  ho 
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^A  d  Faber. 

O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
AVho  doth  not  crave  for  rest? 

Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  they  that  loved  are  blest; 

W' here  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
AU  rapture,  thro"  and  thro', 

In  God's  most  holy  sight'? 

2  ()  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
The  world  is  growmg  old; 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold; 
Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 

3  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
'Tis  weary  waiting  here; 


I  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is. 
To  feel,  to  see  him  near; 
Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 

4  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
I  want  to  sin  no  more, 

I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore; 
Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 

5  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
I  greatly  long  to  see 

The  special  place  my  dearest  Lord 
Is  destining  for  me; 

Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 

6  Lord  Jesus,  King  of  Paradise, 
Oh,  keep  me  in  thy  love. 

And  guide  me  to  that  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above, 

W' here  loyal  hearts,  etc. 


iieauen. 


E"WING. 


Alexander  Ewing. 
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'  That  great  city,  the  holy  Jerusalem." 


Bernard  of  Cluny.  J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 

Jerusalicm,  the  golden! 

With  milk  and  honey  blest! 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opitressed: 
I  know  not,  oh,  1  know  not 

What  social  joys  are  there, 
AVhat  radiancy  of  glory. 

What  light  beyond  compare. 
3  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song; 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng: 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them; 

The  daylight  is  serene; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David; 
And  there,  from  care  released. 

The  shouts  of  them  that  triumph, 
The  song  of  them  that  feast; 

And  they  who,  with  their  Leader, 
Have  conquered  in  the  tight. 

Forever  and  forever, 
Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessC'd  country. 
Shall  I  e'er  see  thy  faceV 

O  sweet  and  blessed  country! 

Shall  I  e"er  win  thy  grace? — 
Exult,  ()  dust  and  ashes! 

The  Lord  shall  l)e  thy  part; 
His  only,  his  forever, 

Thoushalt  be,  and  thou  art! 
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Paradise  of  Joy. 
Bernard  OF  Cluny.    J.  M.  Neale, <r. 

For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Country, 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  they  weep. 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  their  breast. 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  With  jasper  glow  thy  bulwarks, 
Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze; 

The  sardius  and  the  topaz 

Unite  in  thee  their  rays; 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unpriced; 
The  saints  build  uj)  its  fabric. 

The  corner-stone  is  Christ. 

3  Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean; 
Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day: 

Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away: 
Upon  the  Hock  of  ages 

They  raise  thy  holy  tower; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 

And  thine  the  golden  dower. 

4  Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 
The  home  of  (xod's  elect! 

Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  (iod  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 


REGENT  SQUARE.    8.  7.  8.  .7.  8.  7. 


Heauen. 

7. 


Henry  Smart. 
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V>.«^"  Anon.  (  Latin,  15TH  cent.)  Neale, /r. 

Light".s  abode,  celestial  Salem, 
Vision  dear,  whence  peace  hath  spring, 

Brighter  than  the  heart  can  fancy, 
Mansion  of  the  highest  King; 

O  how  glorious  are  the  praises 
Which  of  thee  the  prophets  sing! 

2  There  for  ever  and  for  ever 
Alleluia  is  outpoured, 

For  unending,  for  unljroken. 

Is  the  feast -day  of  tlie  Lord; 
All  is  pure,  and  all  is  holy 

That  within  thy  walls  are  stored. 

3  There  no  cloud  or  passing  vapor 
Dims  the  brightness  of  the  air; 

Endless  noonday,  glorious  noonday, 
From  the  Sun  of  suns  is  tliere; 

There  no  night  brings  rest  from  labor, 
There  unknown  are  toil  and  care. 


4  O  how  glorious  and  resplendent, 
Fragile  body,  shalt  thou  be. 

When  endued  with  so  much  beauty, 
Full  of  health,  and  strong,  and  free, 

Full  of  vigor,  full  of  pleasure 
That  shall  last  eternally! 

5  Now  with  gladness,  now  with  courage. 
Bear  the  burden  on  thee  laid. 

That  hereafter  these  thy  labors 
May  with  endless  gifts  be  paid, 

And  in  everlasting  glory 
Tiiou  with  joy  may"st  be  arrayed. 

6  Laud  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Laud  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Laud  aufl  honor  to  the  Spirit, 

Ever  Three  and  ever  One: 
Consubstantial,  Co-eternal, 

While  unending  ages  run. 


lEhants. 


VENITE  EXULTEMUS  DOMINO. 


WlLLIAM   BOVCE. 
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unto  •  the 


Pi^alm  95. 

Lord  II  let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength  of  j 
with  thanks-  j  giving  i|  and  show  ourselves  j  glad 

hills  is  I 
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1  O  Come  let  us  sing 

our  sal-  I  vation. 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence 

in  I  him  with  |  psalms. 
H  For  the  Lord  is  a  j  great —  j  God  ||  and  a  great  j  King  a-  |  bove  all  j  gods. 

4  In  his  hand  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth  ||  and  the  strength  of  the 

his —  I  also. 

5  The  sea  is  his  j  and  he  |  made  it  ||  and  his  hands  pre-  |  par-ed  •  the  j  dry —  j  land. 

6  O  come,  let  us  worship  and  |  fall—  |  down  ;  and  kneel  be-  j  fore  the  |  Lord  our  j  Maker. 

7  For  he  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God  ||  and  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture  and  the  |  sheep 

of  I  his —  I  hand. 

8  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  •  of  |  holiness  ||  let  the  whole  earth  j  stand  in  |  awe 

of  I  him. 

9  *For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  I  judge  the  |  earth  ||  and  with  righteousness  to  judge 

the  world  and  the  |  peo-pie  |  with  his  j  truth. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son,  ji  and  j  to  the  I  Ho-ly  |  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be   jj   world  |  without  |  end, 

A-  I  men. 

*  Last  half  of  Double  Chant. 
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1  We  praise  j  thee,  O  |  God!  ||  we  acknowl- 
edge I  thee  to  I  be  the  j  Lord. 

3  To  thee  all  angels  |  cry  a-  |  loud;  jj  the 
heavens,  and  |  all  the  j  powers  •  there- 1 
in. 

6  The  glorious  company  of  the  apostles  j 
praise —  j  thee:  ||  the  goodly  fellowship 
of  the  I  projihets  j  praise —  j  thee; 

8  The  Father  of  an  |  inli-nite  j  majesty;  || 
thine  adorable,  |  true,  and  |  only  |  Son; 


2  All  the  earth  doth  |  worship  |  thee,  ||  the| 

Father  j  ever-  |  lasting. 
4  To  thee,  cherubim  and  j  sera-  |  phim  || 

con-  I  tinual-  j  ly  do  j  cry, — 

7  The  noble  army  of  martyrs  |  praise —  j 
thee;  ||  the  holy  church  "throughout  all 
the  world  |  doth  ac-  j  knowledge  |  thee. 

9  Also  the  I  Holy  j  Ghost,  n  the — Com —  j 
fort —  I  er. 
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5  Holy,  I  Holy,  j  Holy  j  Lord  God  of 
majesty  j  of  thy  |  glo-  |  ry. 


Sabaoth  I  ;  Heaven  and  |  earth  are  |  full  of  the 


i£hants. 


(Dmttor  Quaricttc.) 


Female  Voices, 


10  Thou  art  the  King  of  |  glory,  •  O 
Christ !  |j  thou  art  the  ever-  |  lasting 
Son  •  ot  the  |  leather. 

12  When  thou  hadst  overcome  the  |  sharp- 
ness •  of  I  death.  \\  thou  didst  open  the 
kingdom  of  |  heaven  •  to  |  all  be-  | 
lievers. 

14  We  believe  that  |  thou  shalt  I  come,  ||  to] 
be  I  our  |  Judge. 

10  Make  them  to  be  numbered  |  with  thy  | 
saints,  i|  in  |  glory  |  ev-er-  |  lasting. 

18  Day  by  day  we  |  magni-fy  |  thee;  ||  and 
we  worship  thy  name  ever,  |  world 
with-  [  out —  I  end. 

20  O  Lord !    have  |  mercy  •  up-  |  on  us,  || 
have  I  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 
-«— i-Oj-^ K—4 — It-I 


11  When  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  de-  | 
liver  I  man,  ||  thou  didst  |  humble  thy- 
self to  be  I  born —  |  of  a  |  virgin. 

13  Thou  sittest  at  the  right  I  hand  of  | 
God,  II  in  the  |  glory  |  of  the  I  Father. 

15  We  therefore  pray  thee,  |  help  thy  | 
servants,  !|  whom  thou  hast  redeemed  | 
with  thy  I  precious  |  blood. 

17  O  Lord!  save  thy  people,  and  |  bless 
thy  I  heritage;  I'  govern  them,  and  |  lift 
them  I  up  for  |  ever. 

19  Vouch-  I  safe,  O  \  Lord!  ||  to  keep  us 
this  I  day —  |  without  |  sin. 

21  O  Lord!  let  thy  mercy  |  be  up-  |  on  us,  || 
as  our  I  trust —  |  is  in  I  thee. 


22  O  Lord!  in  |  thee,  in  |  thee  have  I  |  trusted; 
let  me  |  never  |  be  |  con-  |  found-  |  ed. 

BEjyEDICTUS, 


let  me  |  never 
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be  con-  |  founded, 

S.  Elvey. 


Luke  1 :  68-70. 

I  el  II  for  he  has  visited 


623 

1  Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of 

people: 

2  And  hath  raised  up  a  mighty  sal- 

David; 

3  As  he  spake  by  the  mouth  of  his 

world  be-  |  gan; 

4  That  we  should  be  saved  |  from 

hate —  I  us; 

5  To  perform  the  mercy  promised  to 

Cov-e-  I  nant; 

6  To  perform  the  oath  which  he  sware  to  our  forefather    |  A-bra-  |  ham 

would  I  grant  luitu  |  us, 

7  That  we  being  delivered  out  of  the  hand  of  our  j  en-e-  |  mies  ||  might  serve 

with-  I  out—  i  fear; 

8  In  holiness  and  righteous-  |  ness  be-  I  fore  him  ||  all  the  J  days  of  |  our—  I  life. 

9  And  thou  Child,  shall  be  called  the  Prophet  |  of  the  j  Highest  ||  for  thou  shalt  go  be- 

fore the  face  of  the  Lord  |  to  pre-  |  pare  his  |  ways; 

10  To  give  knowledge  of  salvation  |  unto   •    his  |  people  ||  for  the  re-  |  mis-sion  j  of 

their  j  sins, 

11  Through   the  tender  mercy  |  of  our  |  God  ||  whereby  the  day-spring  from  on  j  high 

hath  I  visit-  •  ed  |  us; 

12  To  give  light  to  them  that  sit  in  darkness,  and  in  the  |  shadow  •  of  |  death  ||  and  to 

guide  our  feet  |  into  •  the  |  way  of  |  peace. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  l|  and  |  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in   the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be  ||  world  without  |  end, —  | 

A —  I  men. 


Is-ra-  I  el  ||  for  he  has  visited  |  and  re-  |  deem-ed  •  his  , 

va-tion  j  for  us  ||  in  the  house  |  of  his  |  servant  | 

ho-ly  I  Prophets  ||  which  have  been  |  since  the  | 

our  I  enemies  ||  and  from  the  hand  of  |  all  that  [ 

our  fore-  |  fathers  ||  and  to  remember  his  |  holy  | 

that  I  he 
him 


JUBILATE  DEO. 


iChants. 


John  Robinson. 


1  Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  |  all  ye  |  lands!  i|  Serve  the  Lord  with  gladness; 

come  before  his  |  presence  |  with —  |  singing. 

2  Know  ye  tliat  the  Lord  |  he  is  |  God:  !|  It  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we  ourselves; 

we  are  his  people,  |  and  the  |  sheep  •  of  his  |  pasture. 

3  Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into   his  |  courts   with  |  praise:   ||  Be 

thankful  unto  him,  and  |  bless —  |  his —  I  name. 

4  For  the  Lord  is  good;  his  mercy  is  |  ever-  |  lasting;  ||  And  his  truth  endureth  to  | 

all —  I  gener-  |  ations. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  1|  and  I  to  the  |  Ilo-ly  |  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be  ||  world  without  |  end. —  | 

A I  men. 


MAGNIFICAT. 


Barnby. 


(iOX  Luke  1  :  46-55. 

1  My  soul  doth  magni-  |  fy  the  |  Lord  ||  and  my  spirit  hath  re-  |  joiced  •  in  |  God  my  | 

Saviour. 

2  For  he  |  hath  re-  |  garded  ||  the  lowli-  |  ness  of  |  his  hand-  |  maiden. 

3  For  be-  |  hold  from  1  henceforth  ||  all  gener-  |  ations  •  shall  |  call  me  |  blessed. 

4  For  he  that  is  mighty  hath  |  magni-  •  fled  |  me  ||  and  |  ho-ly  |  is  his  |  name. 

5  And  his  mercy  is  on  |  them  that  j  fear  him  ||  through-  |  out  all  |  gen-er-  |  ations. 

6  He  hath  showed  strength  |  with  his  |  arm  ||  he  hath  scattered  the  proud  in  the  imagin-  | 

a-tion  I  of  their  |  hearts. 

7  He  hath  put  down  the  mighty  |  from  their  |  seat  |i  and  hath  ex-  |  alted  •  the  |  hum- 

ble •  and  I  meek. 

8  He  hath  filled  the  hungry  |  with  good  |  things  ||  and  the  rich  he  hath  |  sent—  |  empty  • 

a-  I  way. 

9  He  remembering  his  mercy  hath  holpen  his  servant  |  Is-ra-  |  el  |1  as  he  promised  to 

our  forefathers,  Abraham  |  and  his  |  seed  for-  |  ever. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  ||  and  |  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be  ||  world  without  |  end.  —  | 

A —  I  men. 


NUNC  DIMITIS. 


W.  Felton. 
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1  Lord,  now  lettest  thou  thy  servant  de-  |  part  in  |  peace  ||  ac-  |  cord-ing  |  to  thy  |  word. 

2  For  mine  |  eyes  have  |  seen  ||  Thy  |  — sal-  |  va —  |  tion, 

3  Which  thou  |  hast  pre-  |  pared  !S  before  the  |  face  of  |  all —  |  people; 

4  To  be  a  light  to  [lighten -the  |  Gentiles  ||  and  to  be  the  glory  of  thy  |  peo-ple  |  Is-ra-  |  el. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  i|  and  |  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be  ||  world  without  |  end.  —  | 
A-  —  I  men. 
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(t^yj  Psalm  96  :  1-3,  6-9,  11-13. 

1  Oh,  sing,  unto  the  Lord  a  new—  |  song:  H  Sing  unto  the  |  Lord, —  |  all  the  |  earth. 

2  Sing  unto  the  Lord,  bless  his  |  name;  ||  Shew  forth  his  sal-  |  vation  •  from  |  day  to  i 

day. 

3  Declare  his  glory  a-  mong  the  j  heathen,  ||  His  wonders  a-  |  mong—  |  all—  |  people. 

4  Honor  and  majesty  are  before  |  him:  ||  Strength  and  beauty  are  |  in  his  |  sanctu-  |  ary. 

5  Give  unto   the   Lord,  O   ye  kindreds  of  the  |  people,  ||  Give  unto  the  Lord  |  glory  | 

and —  I  strength. 

6  Give  unto  the  Lord  the  glory  due  unto  his  |  name:  | 

into  I  his—  |  courts. 

7  O  worship   the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  |  holiness: 

earth. 

8  Let  the  heavens  rejoice,  and  let  the  earth  be  |  glad; 

ness  I  there —  |  of. 

9  Let  the  held  be  joyful,  and  all  that  is  there |  in 

wood  re-  |  joice  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord. 

10  For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  judge  the  |  earth: 

righteousness,  and  the  |  people  |  with  his  |  truth. 


Bring  an  offering,  and  |  come  • 
Fear  be-  |  fore  him,  |  all  the  | 
Let  the  sea  roar,  and  the  |  ful- 
II  Then  shall  all  the  trees  of  the 
I  He  shall  judge  the  world  with 


DEUS  MISEREATUR. 


H.  Aldrich. 
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Psahn  67 


628 

1  God  be  merciful  unto  |  us,  and  j  bless  us;  ||  And  cause  his  face  to  |  shine  up-on  |  us. 

2  That  thy  way  may  be  |  known  upon  |  earth,  ||  Thy  saving  health  a-  |  mong  all  | 

nations. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  j  thee,  O  |  God;  ||  Let  all  the  |  people  j  praise  |  thee. 

4  Oh,  let  the  nations  be  glad  and  |  sing  for  |  joy:  ||  For  thou  shalt  judge  the  people 

righteously,  and  govern  the  |  nations  •  upon  |  earth. 

5  Let  the  people  praise  |  thee,  O  |  God;  ||  Let  all  the  |  people  |  praise  |  thee. 

6  Then  shall  the  earth  |  yield  her  increase:  ||  And  God,  even  our  own  |  God,  shall  | 

bless  I  us. 

7  God   I   shall — |  bless  us;   ||   And  all  the  ends  of   the  earth   shall   |   fear — him.  || 

A-  I  men. 


Chants. 


BONUM  EST  CONFITERI. 


J.  Tkavers. 
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^*>Q  Psalm.  92. 

1  It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  |  unto  •  the  |  Lord  ||  and  to  sing  praises  unto  thy 

Name  |  O  —  |  Most  —  |  Highest. 

2  To  tell  of  thy  loving-kindness  early  [  in  the  [  morning  ||  and  of  thy  truth  |  in  the  | 

night-  —  I  season. 

3  Upon  an  instrument  of  ten  strings  and  up-  |  on  the  |  lute  ||  upon  a  loud  instrument  | 

and  up-  I  on  the  |  harp. 

4  For  thou,  Lord,  has  made  me  glad  |  through  thy  |  works  ||  and  I  will  rejoice  in  giving 

praise  for  the  oper-  |  a-tions  |  of  thy  |  hands. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  ]  Son  ||  and  |  to  the  |  Ho-ly  |  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev-er  |  shall  be  ||  world  without  |  end.  —  | 
A I  men. 
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^<>rk  Psalm  103. 

1  Praise  the  Lord  |  O  my  |  soul  ||  and  all  that  is  within  me  |  praise  his  |  ho-ly  |  Name. 

2  Praise  the  Lord  |  O  my  |  soul  ||  and  for-  i  get  not  |  all  his  |  benefits; 

3  Who  forgiveth  |  all  thy  ]  sin  ||  and  healeth  |  all  —  |  thine  in-  |  firmities; 

4  "Who  saveth  thy  life  |  from  de-  |  struction  ||  and  crowneth  thee  with  |  mercy  •  and  | 

loving-  I  kindness; 

5  O  praise  the  Lord,  ye  angels  of  his,  ye  that  ex-  |  eel  in  |  strength  ||  ye  that  fulfil  his 

commandment,  and  hearken  unto  the  |  voice —  |  of  his  |  word. 

6  O  praise  the  Lord  all  |  ye  his  |  hosts  ||  ye  servants  of  |  his  that  |  do  his  |  pleasure. 

7  O  speak  good  of  the  Lord,  all  ye  works  of  his,  in  all  places  of  |  his  do-  |  minion  |j 

praise  thou  the  |  Lord  —  |  O  my  |  soul. 

Glory  he  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  i  Son,  ||  and  |  to  the  |  Ho-ly  [  Ghost; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  )  ev-er  |  shall  be    ||    world  without  \  end. — 
A-  —  I  men. 
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1  Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace,  good-  |  will  •  towards  |  men. 

2  We  praise  thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  thee,  ||  we  glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks 

to  I  thee  for  |  thy  great  |  glory. 
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3  O  Lord  God,  |  heavenly  |  King,  ||  God  the  |  Father  |  Al-  —  |  mighty. 

4  O  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ;  I|  O  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  |  God,  Son  j 

of  the  I  Father. 
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5  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  (  sins  •  of  the  |  world,  ||  re-  |  ceive  our  |  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  |  Father,  |1  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 
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A    -    MEN. 
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9  For  thou  |  only  •  art  |  holy:  ||  thou  |  only  ]  art  the  |  Lord: 

10  Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||  art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  •  of  | 
God  the  I  Father.  ||  A-  |  men. 

THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 


632 

1  Ouii  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  Hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name;  ||  Thy  kingdom  come,  thy 

will  be  done  on  |  earth,  •  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven; 
3  And  lead  us  not  |  into  tempt-  |  ation,  ||  but  de-  |  liver  |  us  from  |  evil; 


2  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread:  ||  And  forgive  us  our  debts  as  |  we  for-  |  give 

our  I  debtors. 
4  For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  |  power,  and  the  |  glory,  ||  For-  |  ever  |  A —  |  men. 
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Dykes,  Rev.  John  Bacchus  (1823—1876) 1, 13, 

IS,  .33,  50,  51,  69,  72,  80,  84,  86,  95,  105,  106,  117, 
137,  142,  168,  201,  209,  221,  229,  231,  247,  278, 
296,  299,  304,  306,  311,  330,  331,  3.35,  382,  387, 
391,  406,  408,  413,  430.  459,  474,  477.  504,  514, 
534,  535,  553, 554,  561,  569,  573,  574,  585,  596,  604,  615 

538 
324 
477 
395 
623 
153 
618 


Ebeung,  Johann  Georg  (c.  1620-1667) 

Eberwein,  Maximilian  (1775 — 1831) 

Edson,  Lewis  (1748—1820) 

Elvey,  Sir  George  Job  (1816—1893) 263,297, 

Elvey,  Stephen  (180.5—1860) 

E-!Te's  (Thomas)  Psalter  (1592) 

Ewing,  Alexander  (1830—1895) 

Farrant,  Richard  (1530—1580) 

Felton.  W.  (1714-1769) 

FiLITZ,  FrIEDRICH    (1804—1860) 

Flemming,  Friedrich  F.  (1778—1813).... 
Franck,  Guillaume  (  ?  —1570) 


.486, 


Gardiner,  William  (1770—18.53) 271,272,309, 

Garrett.  George  Mur.sell  (1834—1897) 140, 

Gaunti.ett,  Henry  John  (1805—1876) 

Gelstliches  Gesangbuch 

GiARDiNi.  Felice  de  (1716—1796) 52, 

Glaser.  Carl  Gotthii.f  (1784—1829) 

Goss,  Sir  John  (1800—1880) 94, 172,  305, 

GoTTscHALR,  Louis  Morrau  (1829—1869) 113, 

Gould.  John  Edgar  (1822—1875] 

Gounod.  Charles  Francois  (1818—1893) 

Gower,  John  Henry  (I85r>—    ) 

Greatorex,  Henry  Wellington  (1811— 1858). ..318, 

Hamburger  JfusiKALiscHES  Handbt'ch  (1690) 

Hande;.,  George  Frederick  (168.5—1759) 15,  24, 

208.  326,  424,  4.35,  447,  453, 

Harrhon,  Rev.  Ralph  (1748—1810) 103,  489, 

Harrison.  W.  (1813-1868) 

Hassler,  Hans  Leo  (1564—1612) 


5&S 
626 
551 
411 
2 

363 
327 
499 
308 
475 
249 
425 
281 
5.58 
488 
412 
339 

148 

595 
609 
132 
225 


Hastings, Thomas (1787— 1872). ..118, 122, 149,210,231,  487 

Hatton,  John  (  ?  —1793) 26.434,  563 

Havergal,  Rev.  William  Henry  (1793—1870) 120 

Haweis,  Rev.  Thomas  (1733—1820) 187 

Haydn,  Joseph  (1732— l.Sfi9) 38,  407,  509 

Haydn,  Michael  (1737— 1m16) 206 

Hayne,  Rev.  Leighton  (Ieorge  (1836—1863) 556 

Herold,  L.  J.  F.  (1791— 1S33) 58 

HEW.S,  (iEORGE  (1806—1873)... 102 

HoLDEN,  Oliver  (1765— 18r>4) 244 

Holdroyd,  Israel  (1702 — 1753) 575 

Hopkins,  Edward  John  (1818—    )...116, 160,532,546,  578 
Husband,  Edward  (1843—    ) 530 

ILSLEY,  Frank  Grenville  (1831—1887) 205 

Irons,  Herbert  Stephens  (18:14-       ) 613 

Jackson,  Robert  (1812—    ) 579 

Jenks,  Stephen  (  ?  —18.56) 348 

Jones,  Rev.  Darius  Elliott  (181.5— 1881) 173 

Klug's  (Joseph)  Gesangbuch  (153.5) 36,  291 

Knapp,  Willia.M  (1698—1768) 62,  502 

Knecht,  Justin  H.  (1752—1817) 530 

Lampe,  Johann  F.  (1693—17.51) 456 

LowRY,  Rev.  Robert  (1826—    ) 134 

Lwoff,  Alexis  (1799—1870) 564 

Malan,  Rev.  Caesar  H.  A.  (1787—1864) 302,  353  571 

Marechio 359 

Mason,  Lowell  (1792—1872) 80,  81,  91,  105,  115, 

125,  147,  190.  241,  275,  280,  310,  315,  320,  333, 
3.56,  362,  368,  371,  388,  393,  399,  415,  422,  440, 
444,  4.52,  483,  488,  495,  508,  518,  527,  546,  599 

Mendelssohn-Bartholdy,  Felix  (1809—1847) 

136,  195,  306,  348,  369,  468,  590,  594 

Merrick,  Rev.  G.  P 163 

MILL.S,  F.  W 457 

Monk,  Edwin  George  (1819—    ) 630 

Monk,  William  Henry  (1823—1889) 162,  260, 

31.5,  389,  4.55 

Morgan,  John  P.  (1841—1879) 343 

MoRLEY.  Henry  L 97 

Mornington,  Earl  of  (173.5—1781) 47,  332 

Morse,  Charles  H.  (l,s,-)3—    ) 135,  200,  292,  .500,  610 

Mozart,  W.  A.  (1750—1791) ,57,  201,  301,  333,  352 

Nageli,  Johann  Georg  (1773—1836) 420,  533 

Nares,  James  (1715—1783) 583 

Newman,  Richard  S 211 

NicoLAi,  Philipp  (1556—1606; 598 

Oliver,  Henry  Kemble  (1800—1885) 375 

pale.strina,  giovanni  plerluigi  da  (1526—1594)... 

505,  592 

Pergolesi  Giovanni  Battlsta  (1710—1736) 55 

Pleyel,  Ignace  (1757—1831) 131,  507 

Read.  Daniel  (17.57—1836) 76,  2*4 

Reading,  John  (  ?  —1692) 194,  429 

Redhead,  Richard  (1820—    ) 75,  227,  235,  401,  531 

Reinagle,  Alexander  Robert  (1799—1877) 328 

Rice,  Fenelon  B.  (1841—    ) 250 

Rice,  Louis  Merritt  (1.S74—    ) 392 

Ritter.  Peter  (1760—1840) 144 

Robinson,  John 624 

RosenmOller,  Johann  (  ?  — c.  1682) 83 

Rossini.  Gioachino  A.  (1792—1868) 212,  286 

Rousseau,  Jean-Jacques  (1712—1778) 360 

Schneider,  Friedrich  (1786—1*53) ,88 

Schubert,  Franz  (1797-1828) ,519 

ScHULTHES,  William  A.  F.  (1816—1879) ,547 

Schultz,  Johann  A.  B.  ri747— 1800) 469,  510 

Schumann,  Robert  (I.SIO— 18.56) 124,  169,  269,  455 

Scotch  Psalter  (161.5) 10 

Smart,  Henry  (1813— 1879). ..203, 207,  239, 356, 529,  586,620 

Smith,  H.  P 216 

Smith,  Isaac  (1735?— 1800?) 40,  338 

Spohr,  Ludwig  (1784-18.59) 121,  608 

Stainer,  Sir  John  (1840—    ) 143,350,556,  633 

Stanley,  Samuel  (1797—1822) 6 

Statham.  Francis  Reginald  (1844—    ) 259,  319,  491 

Stokes,  Walter  (1847—    ) 334 


3nbex  of  Authors  of  Cunes. 


Stcbbs,  George  E ^JS 

Si'LLIVaW,  Sir  ARTHUR  SkYMOI  K(1MJ— l'.KltM..9,?3J, 
•j:>4,  '.Mil,  2('il,  2S3,  MO<l.  oMO,  ;>.")!, 4(lt;,  418, 
419,  444,  464,  4ti6,  544,  iM'.t,  'm.  5ti2,  5.S4    006 

SwEETSER,  Joseph  Emerson  (I^^j— 1S73) 104,  o78 

Talus,  Thomas  (lo2f>— 1585) 145 

Tansi'r,  William  (1700—1783) 21,  43,  4y,  108,  438, 

402,  COO 

Teschner,  Melchior  (17th  rentury) 010 

Torrance,  Kev.  George  William  (1835—    ) 410 

Tours,  Berthold  (l.s:'..v— 1897) 77,  352 

Travers,  John  (  ?  —1758) 030 

Troyte.  Arthur  Henry  Dyke  (1811— 1857). ..102,  409 
Turle,  James  (1802—1882) 120 

Upton,  William  Treat  (1870—    ) 218 


HTMM 

Van  Arsdale,  P,  p.  (1816—    ) 471 

Venua,  Kredekic'k  M.  A.  (l7s^ — 1^72) 405 

VuLPius,  Melchior  (1560—1010) 404 

Wartensee,  Xavier  Schnyder  von  (1786—1868)..  258 

Webb,  George  James  (I80;i— 1887; 443,  478 

Webbe,  Samuel  (1740—1810) 130,   153,  213,  276,  582 

Weber,  Carl  Maria  von  (1780— 1826). ..99,  355,  402,  405 

Wesley,  Samuel  Sebastian  (1810—1870) 11,  581 

Wilcox.  John  Henry  (1827—1875) 273 

Willing,  Christopher  Edward  (1830—    ) 341 

Willis,  Richard  Storrs  (1819—    ) 174, 197,  255,  480 

Wilson,  Hu<;h  (1704—1824) 290.  392,  577 

Woodbury,  Isaac  Baker  (1819—1858) 179,  302,  542 

Woodman,  Jonathan  Call  (181:^—1894) 110,  294 

Zeuner,  Charles  (1797—1857) 449,  490 

ZUNDEL,  John  (1815—1882) 110,  340 


ndex  of  Authors  and  Translators  of  Hymns. 


Adams,  Mrs.  Sarah  Flower  (1805-1848) 3^7 

Addison,  Joseph  (1072—1719) 24,  303,  307 

Alexander,   Mrs.   Cecil    Frances    Humphreys 

(1823—1895) 327,  603 

Alexander.  Rev.  James  Waddell  (isu4— 1859)... 

225,  2.30 

Alford,  Rev.  Henry  (1810—1871) 445,571,  615 

Allen,  George  Nelson  (1812—1877) 450 

Allen,  Rev.  James  (1734—1804) .54,  178 

Allen,  Rev.  Jonathan  (18th  Century) 274,  475 

Altenburg,  Johann  Michael  (1.584—1640) 442 

Ambrose  of  Milan  (340—397) 142 

Anatolius,  (5th  Century) 158,  212 

Andrew  of  Crete  (660—732) 4,59 

Anderson,  Mrs.  Maria  F.  (1819—    ) 485 

Anstice,  Joseph  (1808—1836) 229 

Auber,  Miss  Harriet  (1773—1862) 107,109,  495 

Bacon,  Rev.  Leonard  (1802—1881) 563 

Baker,  Rev.  Sir  Henry  Williams  (1821—1877)... 

185,  228,  570 
Barbauld,  Mrs.  Anna  Laetitia  (1743— 1825).. ..72, 

257,  460,  569,  588 

Baring-Gould,  Rev.  Sabine  (1834—    ) 159,  444 

Barton,  Bernard  (1784-1849) ISO 

Bateman,  Henry  (1802—1872) 182 

Bathurst,  Rev.  William  Hiley  (1796 — 1877) 413 

Beddome,  Rev.  Ben.iamin  (1717—1795) 292,  521 

Bernard  of  Clairvaux  (1091—1153) 22.5,  322, 

324.  325,  330 
Bernard  of  Cluny,  or  Morlaix  (12th  Century) 

018,  619 
Bethune,  Rev.  George  Washington  (1805—1862) 

337,  591 

Bickersteth.  Rev.  Edward  Henry  (1825 —    ) 11 

BiRKS,  Rev.  Thomas  R.  (181(^1883) 193 

Binney,  Rev.  Thomas  (1798—1874) 97 

Boden,  Rev.  James  (1757-1841) 52 

BONAR,  Rev.  Horatius  (1808—1889) 104,196,299, 

335,  340,  358,  379.  403.  452,  498,  512,  534,  584,  593 

Borthwick,  Miss  Jane  (1813—    ) 280,  402,  616 

BOWRING,  Sir  John  (1792—1872) 213,  346,  362,  444 

Bronte,  Anne  (1819—1849) 295 

Brooks,  Rev.  Charles  Timothy  (1813—1873) 567 

Brooks.  Rev.  Phillips  (18.3.5—1893) 200 

Brown,  Mrs.  Phoebe  Hinsdale  (1783— 1861). ..Ill, 

151,  167 

Browne,  Rev.  Simon  (1680-17.32) 96,  115 

Bruce,  Michael  (1746—1767) 220,  506 

Bryant,  William  Cullen  (1794—1878) 177,  399, 

456,  491,  ,504,  577 

BURDER,  Rev.  George  (1752—1832) 140 

Burleigh,  Rev.  William  Henry  (1812-1871) 372 

Burns,  Rev.  James  Drummond  (1823—1864) 419 

Burton,  John  (1773-1822) '. 105 

Cary,  Miss  Phoebe  (1.S24— 1871) CIO 

Caswall,  Rev.  Edward  (1814— 1878). ..114,  154,  324, 

325,  330 


Cawood,  Rev.  John  (1775—1852) 203 

Chandler,  Rev.  John  (1806—1870) 142,  246 

Ch.\tfield,  Rev.  Allen  W.  (1808—    ) 4.57 

Chorley,  Henry  Fothergill  (1808—1872) 504 

Clarke,  Rev.  James  Freeman  (1810—1888) 256 

Cle.ment  of  Alexandria  (c.  170—220) 559 

Cleveland,  Ben.iamin  (18th  Centurv) 393 

Collins,  Rev.  Henry  (e.  1830—    )...". 313 

Collyer,  Rev.  William  Bengo  (1782— 1854).. ..237, 

254,  271,  594 

CONDER,  Josiah.  (1789—1855) 18,  60,  217,  517,  531 

Cotterill,  Rev.  Thomas  (1779—182.3) 94 

CowPER,  William  (1731—1800) 123.  124, 1.52,  187. 

310.  .392,  398,  404,  510,  514 

Cox,  Christian  Christopher  (1810—1882) 173 

CoxE,  Rev.  Arthur  Cleveland  (1818— ls96)... 214, 

472,  511 

Cross,  Mrs.  Ada  (1844—    ) 79 

Crosswell,  Rev.  William  (1801-1851) 462 

Cummins,  John  James  (179.5—1867) 32 

Darby-,  Rev.  John  Nelson  (1800—1882) 428 

Dayman,  Rev.  Edward  Arthur  (1807—1890) 589 

Deck,  Rev.  James  George  (1802—1884) 316 

Dexter,  Rev.  Henry  Martin  (1,s21— 1890) 5,59 

Doane,  Rev.  George  Washington  (1799— 1859)..102,  309 

DoBELL,  John  (1757—1840) 267 

Doddridge,  Phillip,  (1702—17.51) 66,  89,  90.  93, 

252,  329,  338,  420,  448,  463,  500,  539,  575 

DowNTON,  Rev.  Henry  (1818-1885) 473 

Duffield,  Rev.  George,  Jr.  (1M8— 1888) 302,  443 

Dwight,  Rev.  John  Sullivan  (1813-1893) 35 

DwiGHT,  Rev.  Timothy  (17.52-1817) 87,  253,  540 

Edmeston,  James  (1791—1867) 172,  480.  481 

Ellerton,  Rev,  John  (1826— 189.3)..160, 166, 232.  596,  614 

Elliott,  Miss  Charlotte  (1789—1871) 132,297, 

298,  408,  410,  411,  4,55 

Elliot,  Mrs.  Julia  A.  (  ?  —1841) 8:3 

Elven,  Rev.  Cornelius  (1797-1873) 286 

Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo  (1803—1882) 505 

Faber,  Rev.  Frederick  William  (1814—1863) 

10,  108,  222,  :W4,  314,  412,  .549,  585,  617 

Famtett,  Rev.  John  (1740—1817) 184,  190,  405,  540 

FiLiTZ,  Frederick  (1804-1870) 5.51 

Findlater,  Mrs.  Sarah  Borthwick  (1823-1886)  .371 

Fletcher,  Miss 461 

Fortunatus,  VenantiusHonorivs  Clementianus 

(0.5:^0—609) 2.32 

Francis,  Rev.  Ben.jamin  (17:^-1799) 31,  470 

Frothingham,  Rev.  Nathaniel  Langdon  (1793—  ' 

1870) 67 

Ganse.  Rev.  Hervey'  Doddridge  (1822—1891) 348 

Gerhardt.  Rev.  Paulus  (1007— 107(5) 156,  421,  423 

(Jill,  Thomas  Hornrlower  (1819-    ) 37 

Gladden,  Rev.  Washington  (1830—    ) 216 

Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang  von  (1749—1832; 561 


3n6ex  of  Authors  an6  Cranslators  of  Bymns. 


GooDE,  Rev.  Wu.i.iam  (1762— I.slt;) 51,  54 

Gkant,  Sir  Robert  a7».')— ib;w; 38,  2%,  407 

Griuu.  Rev.  Joseph  (c.  1720— 17G.S) 2~S,  321 

GUYON.   M.ME.   Jeanne  Marie   Bouvier  de  la 

MOTTE  (1648—1717) 370 

Hammond,  Rev.  William  (1719—1783) 43,  100 

Harbatgh,  Rev.  Henry  (1817—1867; 163 

Hart,  Rev.  Jo.seph  (1712—1768) 110,  273 

Hastings,  Thomas  (1784—1872) 231,  360,  482,  488 

Havergal,  Miss  Frances  Ridley  a836— 1879) 

240,  270,  300,  389,  560,  578 

Haweis,  Rev.  Thoma.s  (1732—1820) 12,  263,  290 

Hawks,  Mrs.  Anne  Sherwood  (1835—    ) 134 

Ha  YWARi) 88 

Heath,  Rev.  George  (IT.si- 1«22) 440 

Hebek,  Rev.  Reginald  (1783—1826) 1,  64,  201, 

449,  464,  483,  532,  542 

Hews,  George  (1806—1873) 102 

Hill,  Rev.  Rowland  (1744—1833) 262 

Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell  (1809—1894) 23,  373 

Hopkins,  Rev.  Josiah  0786- 1S62) 277 

Hopper,  Rev.  Edward  (1818— 1888) 558 

How,  Rev.  William  Walsham  (1823—1897) 192, 

261,  519,  520,  580,  581 

Humphreys,  Rev.  Joseph  (1720—?  ) 303 

Huntingdon,  Selina  Shirley,  Countess  of 

(17117—1791) 599 

Hyde,  Mrs.  Abigail  Bradley  (1799 — 1872) 266 

Jacobus  da  Todi  (?— 1306) 230 

Jervis,  Rev.  Thomas  (1748—1833) 46 

John  of  Da.ma.scus,  (Stli  Century) 234,  239 

Joseph  the  Hymnographer,  (9th  Century) 466 


Keble,  Rev.  John  (1792-1866) 

Keith,  George  (18th  Century) 


144,  148,  381,  M7 

429 

(.Vuthorship  doubtful) 

Kelly,  Rev.  Thomas  (1769—1854) 170, 1S3,  236, 

241,  353,  357,  437,  476,  486 

Kempthorne,  Rev.  John  (1775—1838) 50 

Ken,  Rev.  Thomas  (1637—1710) 145,  146 

Kennedy,  Rev.  Benjamin  Hall  (1804— ?) 143 

Kethe,  Rev.  William  (  ?  —1.593) 5 

Key,  Francis  Scott  (1779—1843) 347,  350 

King,  Rev.  John  (1789—1858) 352 

Kipling,  Rudyard  (1865—    ) 565 


Laurenti,  Laurentius,  (1660—1722) 

LEE.S0N,  Miss  Jane  E.  (19th  Century) 139,  425, 

Leland,  Rev.  John  (1754—1841) 

Littlf.dale,   Rev.  Richard   Frederick  (1833— 

1890) 

Logan,  John  (1748—1788) 

Logan's  livmns  arc  probably  to  be  ascribed  to  Michael 
Brlick  (1746— 17K7). 

Longfellow,  Rev.  Samuel  (1819—1892) 

LoWTH,  Robert  (1710—1787) 

Luke.  Jemina  Thompson  (1813—    ) 

Luther,  Martin  (1483—1.546) 

Lyte,  Rev.  Henry  Francis  (1793—1847) .59,  69, 

162,  301,  305,  365,  383,  426, 

Macduff,  Rev.  John  Ross  (1818—    ) 

Mackay.  Mrs.  Margaret  (1802—1887) 

Mant,  Rev.  Richard  (1776—1848) 

March,  Kev.  Daniel  (1816—    ) 

Marriott,  Rev.  John  (1780—1825) 

Mason,  Rf.v.  John  (  ?— 1694) 

Medley,  Uev.  Samuel  (17:!s— 1799) 333, 

Merrick,  Rev.  James  (1720—1769) 

MiDLANE.  Albert  (1825—    ) 

Milton,  John  (ir>i)8— 1674) 

MoHR,  Rev.  Joseph  (1792-1,^18) 

MoiR,  David  M.  (179s-iS51) 

MoNsELL,  Rev.  John  Sa.muel  Bewley  (1811—187.5) 

127,  435, 

Montgomery,  James  (1771— 18.>l)...4l,57,.58,99,129, 

207,  227,  342, 369,430,4^.479,496,  .501, 515, 590, 608, 611, 

Moore.  Thomas  (1779-18-52) 

MUHLENBERG,    REV.    WiLLIAM     AUGUSTUS     (1796— 
1877) 265, 


616 
556 
155 

576 
49 

176 
137 
552 
291 

436 
355 
587 
312 
471 
118 
317 
341 
3,54 
5.57 

55 
202 

15 

579 

612 
276 

553 


Neale,  Rev.  John  Mason  (1818—1866) 165,  212, 

234,  239,  260, 323, 345, 418, 4.59,  466,  618,  619,  620 

Needham,  Rkv.  John  (  ?  — c.  1786) 28,  451 

Kevin,  Rev.  Edward  Henry  (1814—1899) 361 

Kewman,  Rev.  John  Henry  (1801-1890) 406 


Newton,  Rev.  John  (172.5— 1807).... 81. 120,  126, 128, 

138,  181,  287,  323,  336,  359,  509,  582 

NicoLAi,  Rev.  Philip  (1556—1608) 698 

Noel,  Rev.  Gerard  Tho.mas  (1782—1851) 535 

Oakeley,  Frederick  (1802-1880) 194 

Oberlin,  Rev,  Jonathan  Friedrich  (1740—1826)..  377 

Onderdosk,  Rev.  Henry  Ustic  (1789—1858) 268 

OsLER,  Edward  (1798—1863) 463 

Palmer,  Rev.  Ray  (1808—1887) 80, 117,  315,  318, 

322    344    525 

Percy,  Mrs.  Frances  Annette  (1843—  ' )....'. .' 

Perronet,  Rev.  Edward  (1726 — 1792) 

Phelp,s,  Rev.  Sylvanus  Dryden  (1816—1895) 

PiERPONT,  Rev.  John  (178.5—1866) 

Plumtre,  Rev,  Edward  Hayes  (1821—1891) 

Pope,  Alexander  (1688—1744) 

Potter,  Rev.  Thomas  Joseph  (1827—1873) 

Prentiss,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Payson  (1818— 1878).... 
Prynne,  Rev.  George  Rundell  (1818—    ) 

Rawson   George  (1807-1889) 171,400, 

Reed,  Rev.  Andrew  (1787—1862) 104, 

Reed,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  (?— 1867) 

Rinkart,  Rev.  Martin  (1.586—1649) 

Robert  II,  King  of  France  (971—1031) 114, 

Robinson,  Rev.  Charles  S.  (1S29— 1899) 385, 

Robinson,  Rev.  Richard  Haves  (1842—    ) 168, 

Robin-son,  Rev.  Robert  (1735—1790) 

Ryland,  Rev.  John  (1753—1825) 

Scheffler,  Rev.  Johann  (1624-1677) 

Sch.molcke,  Rev.  Benjamin  (1672 — 1737) 

SchOtz,  J.  J.  (1640—1690) 

Scott,  Elizabeth  (c.  1708—1776) 

Scott,  Rev.  Thomas  (170;>— 1775; 

Scott,  Sir  Walter  (1771—1832) 7, 

Seagrave,  Rev.  Robert  (1693—?) 

Sears,  Rev.  Edmund  Hamilton  (1810— 1876). ..197, 

Severance,  Mrs.  S.  L 

Shepcote,  Mrs 

Shepherd,  Mrs.  Anne  Houlditch  (1809—1857)... 

Shrubsole,  William  (17.59—1829) 141, 

Si.MPsoN,  Mrs.  Jane  Bell  Cro.ss  (1811—1886) 

Smith,  Mrs.  Caroline  Louisa  Sprague  (19th  Cen- 
tury)  

Smith,  Rev.  George  (c.  1800—?) 

Smith,  Samuel  (1804—1873) 

Smith,  Rev.  Samuel  Francis  (1808—1895) 101, 

478,  513, 

Spiirgeon,  Rev.  Charles  Haddon  (1834—1892) 

Stammers,  Joseph  (isoi— i.s85) 

Stanley,  Rev.  Arthur  Penrhyn  (1815—1881) 

219, 
Steele,  Mrs.  Anne  (1716— 1778). ...150, 186,  259,  289, 

374,  394,  414, 

Stennett,  Rev.  Joseph  (1663—1713) 

Stennett,  Rev.  Samuel  (1727— 1796).. ..75,  210,  221, 

351, 

Stephen  of  St.  Sebas  (725—794) 

Sterling 

Sternhold,  Thomas  (  ?  —1549) 

Stone,  Rev.  Samuel  John  (1839—    ) 

Stowe,  Mrs.  Harriet  Beecher  (1811—1896) 

Stowell,  Rev.  Hugh  (1799—1865) 

Swain,  Rev.  Joseph  (1761—1796) 

Swain,  Rev.  Leonard  (1821-1869) 439, 

Synesius  (  ?  — 130) 

Tappan.  Rev.  William  Bingham  (1794—1849) 224 

Tate,  Nahu.m  (16-52-1715) 198 

Tate  and  Brady's  Psaltek  (1696) 17,  20,  29, 

34,  47,  121 

Taylor,  Thomas  Rawson  (1807-1835) 386 

Tersteegen,  Gerard  (1697—1769) 70,  280,  376 

Thomas,  A.  R 279 

Thomas  of  Celano  (13th  Century) 602 

Thring,  Rev.  (Jodfrey  (1.823—    ) 84,  283 

Thrupp,  Mlss  Dorothy  Ann   (1779—1847) 546 

Toplady,  Rev.  Augustus  Montague  (1740—1778) 

311,  422,  424 
Tuttiett,  Rev.  Lawrence  (182.5 —    ) 397 

Van   Alstyne,   Mrs.    Fannie  Jane  Crosby, 

(18-23-    ) 119 

Voke,  Mrs.  (18th  Century) 490,  492,  493 


530 
161 
244 
384 
68 
42 
507 
555 
388 
561 

562 
113 
133 
3-50 
117 
390 
204 
.349 
366 

308 
402 
36 
94 
255 
602 
583 
199 
218 
554 
5.50 
245 
467 

175 
112 
580 

566 
530 
446 


606 
92 

604 
260 
27 
14 
541 
135 
122 
536 
441 
457 


3n6ex  of  Authors  an6  LCranslators  of  Hymns. 


HYMN 

Walford,  Rev.  W.  W • 157 

Vr ARDLAW,  Rev.  Ralph  (1779— 18.5:5) 4«,  497 

Waring,  Miss  Anna  Laetitia  (1820—    ) oi<-2,  416 

Watts,  Rev.  Isaac  (1674—1748) 2,  4,  6,  8,  9, 16, 19, 

21,  22  25,  26,  33,  40,  44,  45,  50,  62,  65,  76,  91,  95, 
103,  106,  125,  130,  147,  149,  153,  188,  191,  208, 
215,  223,  245,  247,  248,  249,  250,  272,  284,  285, 
288,  293,  319,  332,  339,  364,  368,  375,  378,  395, 
896,  415,  431,  432,  434,  447,  489,  499,  518, 
522,    52:^,    526,   527,  592,    595,    600,   601,    605,   607 

Weissel,  George  (1590—1635) 63 

Wesley,  Rev.  Chari.es  (1708— 1788). ..53,  56,  61,  82, 
86.  116,  195,  23:^,  235,  258,  264,  282, 294,  306,  307, 
326,  331,  334,  391,  438,  453,  458,  469,  477,  537,  609 

Wesley,  Rev.  John  (1703-1791) 70,  343, 376,  421,  423 

White,  Henry  Kirke  (1785—1806) 13,  465 


HYMH 

Whitmore,  Lady  LrcY  E.  G.  (1792—1840) 136 

Whittier,  John  Greenleaf  (1807—1892) 

98  209  50'*   573    597 

Williams,  Miss  Helen  Maria  (1762—1827)..."' .'  131 

Willia.ms,  Rev.  William  (1717—1791) 3.56,  487 

Wilson,  Mrs.  Caroline  Fry  (1802—1863) 377 

Winkworth,  Miss  Catherine  (18J9— 1878) 

63.  3.50,  380,  442,  572,  598 

WoLcoTT,  Rev.  Samuel  (1813-1886) 468,  474 

Wolfe.  Rev.  Aaron  Robarts  (1821—    ) 528 

Wordsworth,  Rev.  Christopher  (1807 — 1885) 

77,  78,  242.  243.  433,  574 

Wreford.  Rev.  John  Reynell  (1800— 18S1) .5f)8 

Wright,  Rev.  Walter  Eugene  CoLBURN  (1843—   )  503 
Zinzendorf,  Nicolavs  Ludwig,  Count  von  (1700— 

1760) 343 


Scriptural   Index. 


Genesis. 

1    16 

1:  31 58 

2  :  2,3 77 

8  :  9 265 

17  :  7 523 

19:  22 254 

Leviticus. 

25:  9 477 

Deuteronomy. 

30:  19 611 

32  :  52 605 

Joshua. 

1  :  11 604 

Judges. 

8  :  4 427 

Ruth. 

I  :  16 515 

Psalms. 
2  :  8 474 

4  :  8 147, 155 

5  : 153 

8: 17 

9  : 436 

II  : 426 

16  :  9 593 

18: 14 

19  : 24,  25,  187 

23; 354,  378,  430 

24  : 2:33 

27:  5 61 

27:  8,9 100,  183 

27  :  11 360 

29  : 38 

31  :  5 403 

31  :  20 152 

34  : 47 

36: 21 

36  :  5-10 27 

36:  7 341 

36  :  9 353 

37  : 400 

37  :  5 421 

39:  12,13 173 

42: 121 

43: 87 

46  : 415 

48:  12-14 _ 511 

51  : 284,  285 

55:  17 129 

55:  22 281 

63  : 15,  95 

65  : 569,  575 

68  : 4,  497 

72  : 479 


72  :  8 484,  489 

84  : 33,  45,   59,  62 

84  :  10-12 76 

85  : 251 

85  :  8 5f>4 

88  :  10-12 253 

90  : 6    9,  11,  576 

91  : 146,  365,  369,  416 

91  :  ,5-12 172 

92: 91 

95  : 40 

97  : 30 

98  : 208 

100  : 8,  22 

100  :  4 81 

102:  13 493 

103  : 44,  125 

104  : ]3 

105:  43 563 

106: 20 

108:  2 145 

113: 60 

116  :  7 92 

117  : 2 

118:  24 88 

119  : 188 

119  :  9 191 

119  :  57 368 

122  : 538 

125  : 425 

127  : 174 

133  : 109 

135:  1-5 41 

135  :  2 262 

136  : 55,  570 

139  : 164,  375,  504 

139  :  23,  24 66 

145  : 19 

148  :  14 393 

150  : 54 

Proverbs. 

3:  23,24 1,50 

6  :  23 190 

18  :  24 359 

ECCLESIASTES. 

11  :  6 454 

Song  of  Solomon. 

1  :  7 390 

2  :  4 528 

Isaiah. 

2  :  1-4 506 

6:  3 58 

21  :  11 494 

33:  20 509 


HYMN 

40  :  11 546 

40:  31 432 

44:  23 481 

49:  12 468 

51  :  10 391 

52  :  1 508 

52  :  7-10 499 

55  : 272,  274 

55  :  7 271 

60  : 490 

60  :  18-20 510 

61  :  2 594 

61  :  3 488 

62:  6 476 

66:   2 108 

Lamentations. 

3  :  23 149 

EZEKIEL. 

18  :  31 258 

33  :  11 277 

HOSEA. 

14  :  7 589 

MiCAH. 

4  :  1,  2 506 

6  :  6-8 72 

Nahum. 

1  :  15 486 

Zechariah. 

9  :  10 478 

13:  1 310 

Malachi. 
3:  10 470 

4  :  2 82,  141 

Matthew.         ^ 

2  :  1-11 201 

5  :  7 460 

6:  10 408,487,  495 

7  :  7-11 138 

11:  4-6 211 

11  :  28 335 

11  :  28-30 257.  297 

13  :  38 571 

14  :  23 151 

18  :  4 542 

18:  20 124 

19:  14 550 

21  :  2-16 352 

21:  28 471 

25:  14-46 453 

27:  26-50 288 

28  :  1-7 77 

28:  20 361 


Scriptural  3nbex. 


HYMN 

Mark. 

1:  35 167 

6:  46-51 167 

8:  38 321 

10:  28 301 

10:  52 348 

14  :  38 440 

16:  6 235 

16  :  15 492 

Luke. 

2  :  195, 197,  198,  203 

10:  39 133 

11  :  13 105 

15  :  256,  347 

17  :  5 413 

18:  1 123 

18:  1-7 126 

18:  13 286 

19:  41 292 

22  :  39-46 224 

23  :  26 450 

23  :  46-49 222 

24  :  1-9 231 

24  :  29 144,  162,  165 

John. 
1:  9 192 

1  :  35-37 298 

6:  31-35. 65 

7  :  37 335 

8  :  12 406 

10:  11 544 

11  :  26 591 

11  :  3.5 407 

12:  21 586 

12:  32 263 

12  :  46 ,  335 

14:    6 112,  309 

14:  15 607 

14:  16 107 

14:  28 238 

16  :  8-14 110 

16  :  13 115 

17  :  23 539 

19  :  25 178 

19:  30 221 

21  :  16 514 

Acts. 

2  :  1-4 77 

2:  1-5 104 

2  :  4 107 

2  :  47 525 

4:  12 320 

4  :  32 537 

7  :  60 587 

9  :  6 384 

20:  31 500 

Romans. 

1:  16 .321 

5:  8 250 


HYMN 

6  :  3 524 

6  :  8 513 

8  :  17 303 

8  :  28 424 

11  :  33-36 28 

12:  10 .MO 

13:  11 610 

I  Corinthians. 

9  :  26 441 

10  :  4 311 

11  :  24 535 

15  :  595 

15:  10 336 

II  Corinthians. 

1  :  3-6 276 

1  :  22 106 

4  :  6 469 

5:  7 434 

5  :  8 592 

6:  2 267 

6  :  16-18 113,  116 

13  :  14 53,  181 

Galatians. 
3  :  27 343 

3  :  28 609 

6:  1,  2 461 

6:  9 452 

6  :14 346 

Ephesians. 

2  :  4-8 349 

2  :  13 120 

4  :  30 266 

5:  8 392 

5  :  18 103 

5  :  18-20 140 

5  :  21-33 543 

5:  25-33 541 

6  :  1-1 543 

6:  10-16 431 

6:  13 443 

Philippians. 

2  :  6-11 351 

3  :  7 302 

3  :  7,  8 526 

3:  8-14 388 

4:  7 101 

COLOSSIANS. 

2  :  10 317 

3  :  1 583.  606 

3  :  23 148 

4  :  2 134 

I  Thessalonians. 

4  :  16 599 

I  Timothy. 
6  :   12 447,  521 


BTMK 

TiTrs. 

2  :  12 396 

2:  14 395 

Hebrews. 

1  :  2-6 26 

1  :  3-8 241 

3  :  15 275 

4  :  9 83 

4  :  1.5 130 

10  :  1-10 293 

10:  19-22 99 

10:  19-25 122 

11  :  451,  512 

11  :  13 422 

12:  1 439 

12  :  1,  2 448 

12  :  2 428 

12  :  4-11 394 

13  :  14 437 

13  :  8 577 

James. 
4:  13-15 255 

I  Peter. 

1  :  8 318 

2  :  19-25 214 

2  :  21 227 

2  :  25 340 

3  :  8 536 

II  Peter. 

1  :  4 429 

I  John. 

4  :  8 362,  409 

4:  19 139 

Revelation. 

3  :  20 278 

4:  10,  11 244 

5:  52 

5  :  6-12 245 

5:  9 333 

5:  9-14 32 

5  :  11 585 

5:  12 475 

7:  11-17 6(18 

7  :  14-17 600 

7  :  15-17 96 

14  :  13 588 

15:  3 43 

17  :  14 236 

19  :  6 18 

•n  •    (-.01 

21  ':   2 613 

21  •  22-27 y7 

22  :  1-5 '-'3 

22:  3-5 248 

22  :  16 467 

22:  17-20 268 

22  :  20 498 


Topical   Index 


Adoption.  hym;. 

IJehold  what  \vonriroii.>  j^nicf.    Sihrr  Street S*.' 

Blessed  ure  the  sons  ot  Uoii.    liosejidd 303 

Adoration. 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  ihroi:^.     Rothwell 22 

Crown  Ills  head  wiiheiitllf>s  blessing.    Pittimjton...  51 

Hallelujah!  let  lis  raise.     Messiah 60 

High  in  the  heavens,  eleriial  (iod.    Rothwell 21 

Holy,  holv,  holv,  Lord,     Mrsshih 58 

Holy.  holy,  holy,  Lonl  (lod  Almighty.    Nicaea 1 

I  siiig  th'  alnii.i,'hty  power  of  (iod.    Sursum  Covda..  10 

Lo!  (iod  is  here  :  let  us  adore.     Keble 70 

Lord  of  all  beiutc'  tlironed  afar.    Rothwell 23 

Lord.thouhast  beeuourdwellingplape.  Monmouth  37 

O  Lord,  thy  merey,  my  sure  liope,    J>iikc  Street 29 

O  source  divine,  and  life  of  all.    Dulr  Street 27 

O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow.   Siirsiiin  Corda  17 

O  who  is  like  the  miffhty  one.    Sursum  Corda 15 

O  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above.    Li/otts 38 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above.    Messiah 59 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore  him.    St.  Oswald  50 

Sing  to  the  Lord  "most  high.    St.  Godric, 35 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reinns.    Darwdl 30 

Thee  to  laud  in  songs  divine.    Messiah 61 

To  thfe,  myGod  and  Saviour.    Amelia 12 

With  joy,  we  lift  our  eyes.    St.  Thomas 40 

Afflictions. 

Cease,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish.     Trii!<t 594 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs.    Dennis 421 

God  moves  in  a  mvsterious  way.    Phtivah 404 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day.    Ilerrick 400 

O  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone.    Hamburg 399 

Silently  the  shades  of  evening.    Stoekwell 173 

Thy  wav,  OGod,  is  in  the  sea.    Phiirah 405 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view.  Protection  407 
When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe.  Redhead....  401 
With  silence  only  as  their  benediction.    Angels' 

Visits 597 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around.  |  ]yo^j^^,orth.}  ■-  ""*" 

Angels. 
Hark,  hark,  my  soul !  angelic  songs  are  swelling. 

Vox  Angelica 5S5 

Aspiration. 

As  pants  the  hart  for  cf)oIing  streams.     Calvary 121 

As  pants  the   wearied  hart  for  cooling  springs. 

Pax  Dei 137 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind.    New  Castle 98 

Hushed  was  the  evening  hymn.    Faljield 419 

Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation.    Salvator 305 

Lord  Jesiis,  think  on  me.    Cruciftxion 457 

More  Love,  O  Christ,  to  thee.  {  f^/*,","^; } 388 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.  {  ^'/^f^'^^^; } 387 

0  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day.    Naomi 393 

O  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly.    Shepherd 606 

(BeaHtudo.) 
O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God.-'j  Merritt.       V 392 

(Balermn.    ) 

0  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink.  |  .s['''^'J',|^^"'  }  -  413 
r  Beatitn'do.  \ 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God.  <  Merritt.      V 391 

(  Balerma.    ) 
O  grant  lis  light,  that  we  may  know.     U'hiteland...  397 

O  Jesns.  when  I  think  of  thee.    Auditc 337 

O  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  thee.    Howard 366 

O  Love  divine!   how  sweet  thou  art.    Ravendale...  334 

O  that  I  could  forever  dwell.     Repose 133 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  mv  ways.    Chesterfield  188 

Purer  vet,  and  purer.    Purer  iiit,  and  purer ,561 

Rise,  mv  soul !  and  stretch  thv  wings.    Amsterdam  fM 

The  roseate  hues  of  earlv  dawn.     Roseate  Hues 603 

We  longto  move  and  breathe  in  thee.    Arlington...  524 

Assurance. 

See  Courage,  Faith,  and  Goo,  Providence  of. 


Atonement.  hvmit 

At  the  Lamb's  high  least  wt-siiig.     Solitude 517 

Larkly  rose  the  guilty  n.jrning.    Stai;ijt  Mater 229 

From  the  cross  uplilted  hig^.     Elrei/ '263 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemaue.  {  '^l'""'' } 227 

Heart  of  stone  relent,  relent.    Ehe;/ 264 

Jesus,  .^laste^!  hear  me  now'.    Solitude 516 

Jesus!  thy  blood  and  righteousness.    Demut/i 343 

Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping.    Stnbat  Mater...  230 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts.     Benedictus 293 

O  Christ !  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire.    Miles  Lane  "246 

O  coine,  and  mourn  with  me  awhile.     St.  Cross 222 

O  Jesus,  we  adore  thee.     Passion  Chorale 226 

O  Sacred  Head,  once  wounded.     Passion  Chorale...  "225 

O  the  sweet  wonders  of  the  cross.     Hamburg 527 

Once  again  beside  the  cross.    Rosefield 302 

Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair.    Saturnia 250 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesns.     Clude 300 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me.     Rork  of  Ages 311 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood.     Courper 310 

There  is  none  other  name  than  thine.     I'xbridge...  ;V20 
Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ,    .sY.  Godric '299 

'Tis  finished,— so  the  Saviour  cried.  |  o/'i(^'s''^row  }  "^ 
'Tis  midnight :  and,on  Olive's  brow.  |  '^'/(-(^^^^^^  }  224 
When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross.  ^  'o/jt.e'^''^',.^,^  \  223 
See  also  Gospel  of  Grace  and  Praise /or  Redemption. 
Bereavement. 
See  Afflictions  and  Resignation. 

Bible. 

A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page.     Chesterfield 187 

Father  of  mercies,  in  thy  word.    Holy  Trinity 186 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine.     Downs 190 

How  shall  the  young  secure  their  hearts.     Doivns..  191 

Laiiip  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace.    Hoxvard 189 

Lord,  thy  word  abideth.     Ravenshatv 185 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways.  Chesterfield  188 

0  Word  of  God  Incarnate.     Konigsberg 192 

The  Heavens  declare  thy  glory.    Konigsberg 193 

Brotherly  Love. 

See  Saints. 

Charity. 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart.    St.  Agnes  460 

Fountain  of  good,  to  own  thy  love.     Barby 46:9 

Lord  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went.    Barby 462 

Think  gently  of  the  erring  one.    St.  Agnes 461 

Chastenings. 

See  Afflictions. 
Children. 
Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven.    Around  the 

throne 5.50- 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner.     SI.  Theresa 555 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill.     Siloam 542 

Childrens'  voices  high  in  heaven.     Mount  Zion 562 

Christ  is  coming  here  to-day.     Christ  is,  etc 218 

Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side.     Dear  Jesus,  etc 549 

(iracious  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd.    Requiem 547 

1  think  when   I  read  that  sweet  story  of   old. 

.S'wfd  .sVon/ 5.52 

Jesus,  Holv,  Undefiled.     Ferrier 5.54 

Jesus,  meek  and  gentle.    Jesus:  meek,  etc 551 

How  large  the  promise,  how  divine.     Arlington 523 

Loving  Slipeherd  of  thy  sheep.     Buckland 556 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour.    Asaph 548 

Saviour  like  a  Shepherd  lead  us.  |  nWeismowM.  }  ^^ 

Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding.    St.  Oswald 5.53 

See  the  kind  Shepherd.  Jesus,  stands.     Wansfell....  ,544 

Shepherd  of  tender  youth.     Kirby  Bedon .559 

There's  a  friend  for  little  children.     In  Mcmoriam..  557 
,,.,        .,..        ,      ..       1.  •      ■         i  Berth  old.  )  „.„ 

A\  hen  His  salvation  bringing.  -  i,V(/ra?/o«  '' ^^' 


iTopical  3n6ex. 


Christ. 

Advent.  h 

Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory.    Regent  Square... 
Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  |  .S<.  Sinian.  \ 
morning j  Aurora.       j 

Brightnessof  the  Father's  glory.  |  ^l-'^^H^^ 'ilZ:^  } 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night.     Carol ! 

Hark  !  the  herald  angels  sing.    Herald  Aii(itU 

Hark!  what  mean  ^Mo'HihoXy  \  Bctliaiiij  (Smart).] 

voices '..  I  .Sicilian  Melad;/.   / 

He  has  come  I  the  Christ  of  God.     Herald  Angels... 

Holy  night!  peaceful  night.    Holy  IS'ight 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear.     Carol 

Joy  to  the  world!  the  Lord  is  come.    Antioch 

O  come,  all  ye  faithful.    Adesle  Firleles 

O  little  towii  of  Bethlehem.    Phillips  Brooks 

Silent  night!  Holy  night.    Sileiit  Night 

Sweetly  sang  the  angels.    Dania 

While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  night. 

Carol 


20" 
201 


lit? 
I'Jo 

203 

196 
202 
199 
208 
194 
200 
206 
205 

198 


Advocate — See  Intercession  of. 
Ascension  of. 

Golden  harps  are  sounding.    St.  Theresa 240 

He  is  gone  !  we  heard  him  say.    Redhead 238 


Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  de; 


,  ■,    f  Truro. 
•^'^- 1  .lordan 


233 


rdan.  j 

See  the  conqueror  mounts  in  triumiih.     Harwell...  242 
The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up.    St.  John's  College..  327 

Atonement  of— See  ATONEMENT. 

Birth  of— See  Advent. 

Character  of. 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies,  j  'l^^g^^^ll'  ] 82 

IIow  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine.    Nazareth.  214 

How  shall  I  follow  him  I  serve      (fermany 217 

Immortal  Love,  forever  full.    Faith 209 

JIajestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned.     Orlonrille 210 

^ly  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord.    Maryton 21.5 

O  iioly  Lord,  ooutent  to  live.    Montague 520 

O  Jesus,  when  I  think  of  thee.    Andite 3.37 

O  Love!  how  deep,  how  broad,  how  liigh.    Zephyr.  323 

O  Master  let  me  walk  with  thee.     Maryton 216 

O  thou  thro'  suffering  perfect  made.    Montague 519 

Thou  art,  O  Christ,  the  Way.    Detroit 112 

Thou  art  the  Way,  to  thee  alone.    Dedhuni 309 

E.\altation  and  Kinoship. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name,  j  ^iulp^'^lane  }   "'^ 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb.     Coronation 245 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs.     Laud 247 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes.     Ltiud 248 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  annoiuted.  |  f-fj^^'"^''''} 479 

Hark  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices.    Harwell...  241 
Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the/ IFaiTUif^/o)*.  1    ,„„ 

sun I  Missionary  Chant.]   ^'^ 

O  Christ!  our  hope,  oin- hoiirt's  desire.    Oironation.  246 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  Isintr.     St.  Godrie 86 

See  him,  who  is  gone  before  us.    Hiru-ell 243 

See  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph.    Hariuell...  242 
Sous  of  Zion.  raise  your  songs.    Redhead 236 

CRfciFi.xioN  OF— See  ATONEMENT. 

De.vth  of— See  ATONEMENT. 

Delight  in— See  LOVE  for  Christ. 

Friend. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul.     Wien 306 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me.     Pilot 558 

O  Holy  Saviour!  Friend  unseen.     Clinging 410 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode.     Park  Street 465 

One  there  is,  above  all  others,  j  ^"'1^'^^  j- 359 

Where  high  the  heavenly  Temple  stands.    Jordan..  220 

Yes  for  me,  for  me  he  careth.  {jaynes.} ^^^ 

High-Priest — See  Intercession  of. 
Humanity  of — See  Character  and  Intercession  of. 


Intercession  of.  hymw 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes.     Laud 248 

'Tis  midnight;  and,  on  Olive's  brow.    St.  Cross 224 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace.     Belmont 130 

Zion's  daughter,  weep  no  more.  |  '^"^^'''^emane.  | 223 

Love  of. 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door.    Rivaidx 278 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinnens  weep.     Benedictus 292 

Everlasting  arms  of  love.    Seymour 3.55 

Immortal  love,  forever  full.     Faith 2*J9 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul.     Wien 306 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well.     Boylston 126 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling.    St.  Joseph 116 

O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing.    Lux  Mundi 261 

O  Love  divine!  how  sweet  thou  art.    Ravendale...  334 

Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever.    Song 357 

Thy  life  was  given  for  me.    St.  Glare 270 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace.    Belmont 130 

See  also  ATONEMENT. 

Mediator — See  Intercession  of. 

Ministry  of. 

Fierce  were  the  billows  wild,  dark  was  the  night. 

Euroclydon 212 

How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound.    Nazareth...  213 
My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord.     Maryton 215 

0  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea.    Land  of  Rest 211 

Miracles  of— See  Ministry  of. 

Nativity— See  Advent. 
Passion— See  ATONEMENT. 
Per,sonal  presence  of 
Abide  with  me !  fast  falls  the  eventide.  |  ^^^l^^'  ] 

Always  with  us,  always  with  us.     Greenville 

He  is  gone!  we  heard  him  say.     Redhead 

1  need  thee  every  hour.    I  need  thee 

Jesus,  I  live  to  thee.    Aldersgate 

Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet.     Canonbury 

O  everlasting  Light.     Greenwood 

O  Holy  Saviour  !  Friend  unseen.     Clinging. 


Still,  still  vvith  thee, when  purple  morn-  /  Stowe.     \ 

ing  breaketli |  Oberlin.] 

Sun  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear.    Hursley. 
Tarry  with  me,  0  my  Saviour.     Willis .'. 


162 

361 
238 
134 
163 
124 
379 
410 

135 

141 
175 

Resurrection. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake.    Bevan g4 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day.     Redhead 235 

Come  ye  faithful,  raise  the  strain.    St.  Kevin 234 

How  calm  and  beautiful  the  morn.  |  fja^thia^-'^'  \  -^^ 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb.     Redhead 237 

Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead.    Jordan 233 

The  day  of  resurrection.    Lancashire 239 

Welcome  happy  morning!  age  to  age  shall  say. 

Fortunatus 232 

See  also  LORD'S  DAY. 
Sacrifice— See  ATONEMENT. 
Second  Coming. 
Come,  Lord  !  and  tarry  not.    Badea. 


498 

Lo!  what  a  glorious  sight  appears.    St.  Martins 601 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers.     Joy 616 

That  day  of  wrath  !  that  dreadful  day.  Dies  Irae.  602 
Wake,  awake!  for  night  is  flying.    Sleepers  Wake...  598 

Shepherd. 

Gracious  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd.    Requiem 547 

Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep.    Burkland 555 

Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us.  |  u-iMasmouth.  }  ^^ 
Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feedinc:.  St.  Oswald.....  553 
See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands.     Wa7jj<felt....  544 

Shepherd  of  tender  youth.    Kirby  Bedon 559 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know. 
Portuguese  Hymn 430 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large.  {  ^5;;/oi^} STA 

Transfiguration. 

O  Master,  it  is  eood  to  be.    Jordan 219 

O  wondrous  type,  O  vision  fair.    Demuth '.  345 
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Christian  Activity.  hym!< 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  iross.     Christynas 447 

Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord.    Barnbi/ 433 

Awake,  my  soul,  strott-h  every  uerve.     ChrMmas..  448 

Awake,  our  souls!  away,  our  fears.     Truro 432 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest. 

Paul 446 

Christian!  seek  not  yet  repose.     Vigilate 455 

Fight  the  good  light  with  all  thy  might.    Samson..  435 

Forward!  be  our  watchword.    St.  Gertrude 445 

Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying.    Mission  Song 471 

My  soul!  be  on  thy  guard.     Laban 440 

Mvsoul!  itisthy(;od.     St.  Thomas 4."9 

My  soul!  weigh  not  thy  life.     Laban 441 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war. 

St.  Gertrude 444 

Else,  O  my  soul,  pursue  the  path.    Maitland 451 

So  let  our'lips  and  lives  express.    St.  Crispin 395 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise.    St.  Tltomas 438 

Sow  in  the  morn  thv  seed.     Tli<dcher 454 

Stand  up,  my  soul !  "shake  ott'  thy  fears.     Truro 431 

Stand  up! — s"tand  up  for  Jesus.    Goodwin 443 

The  Sou  of  Cod  goes  forth  to  war.    Hummel 449 

Church. 

Behold  the  Mountain  of  the  Lord.    Mestrina 506 

Far  down  the  ages  now- 


St.  Michael 512 

Forward!  be  our  watchword.  { i;^'"^^"',^,;,,,  }  445 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken.  |  ^k"*^;'/!";^,  }  •••  509 
Hear  what  God,   the  Lord,   hath],4».«///a.     1       niQ 

spoken \  Worthing.^  - 

I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord.    Franconia 538 

Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing.    Peterboro' 609 

Lord,  her  watch  thy  church  is  keeping.    Mission 

Song 473 

O  where  are  kings  and  empires  now.    St.  Ann  s 511 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war. 

St.  Gertrude 444 

Rise,  crowned  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rise. 

SaiKinnah 507 

The  Church's  one  foundation.    Aurelia 541 

Triumphant  Zion!  lift  thy  head.    Mendon 508 

Close  of  Service.— See  Worship,  aose  of. 

Communion.— See  Lord's  Supper, 

Communion  of  Saints. 

See  Lord's  Supper  and  Love  /or  Christians. 

Communion  with  God.— See  Pr.wer  to  God. 

Confession  of  Faith. 

Dear  Saviour!  we  are  thine.     Franconia 539 

Jesus!  and  shall  it  ever  be.     Vxbridge 321 

O  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice.     Ward 518 

O  sweetlv  breathe  the  Ivres  above.    Spohr 525 

People  of  the  living  God.    St.  Bees 515 

The  promise  of  mv  Father's  love.    Arlington 522 

With  willing  hearts  we  tread.    St.  Michael 513 

Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now.    Arlington 521 

Confidence. 

See  Faith,  and  God,  Providence  of. 

Consecration. 

Great  High  Priest,  who  deign'dst  to  be.     Verdun...  308 

Jesus,  I  live  to  thee.    Aldersgate 163 

Jesus,  I  mv  cross  have  taken.    Ellesdie 301 

O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart.    Adoro 377 

Once  again  beside  the  Cross.    Rosefield 302 

Take  my  life  and  let  it  be.    Hymn  of  Joy 560 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross.    St.  Cross 223 

See  also  Confession  of  Faith,  Faith  and 
Repentance. 

Contentment.— See  God,  Providence  of. 

Conversion.— See  Regeneration. 

Conviction  of  Sin.— See  Repentance. 

Courage. 

Awake,  our  souls!  awav,  our  fears.     Trriro 432 

Breast  the  wave,  c;hristian,  when  it  is  strongest. 

Paul 446 


Courage.— Concluded.  htms 

Christian,  dost  thou  see  them.    SI.  Andrew ; 4.59 

Fear  not,  O  little  lloek,  the  foe.     Ganges 442 

Fight  the  good  light  with  all  thy  might.    Samson..  435 

My  soul!  weigh  not  thy  life.    Laban 441 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching  as  to  war. 

St.  Gertrude 444 

Stand  up,  my  soul !  shake  ott'  thy  fears.     Truro 431 

Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus.     Goodwin 443 

Though  faint  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on  f  Robinson.  \  497 

our  way \Paulina.  J 

Country.— See  National. 

Covenant,  Entering  into. 
See  Confession  of  Faith. 

Cross. 

At  the  Cross. 

Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping.    Stabat  Mater...  280 

Bearing  the  Cross. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken.    Ellesdie 301 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone.    Maitland 450 

Glorying  in. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory.    Rathbini 346 

Crucifixion,— See  Atonement. 

Death. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep.    Pest 587 

Forever  with  tlie  Lord.    IJulce  Domum 612 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies.    Rest 588 

It  is  not  death  to  die.    Monsell 591 

Now  the  laborer's  task  is  o'er.    Requiescat 596 

0  where  shall  rest  be  found.    Benedictus 611 

Rest  for  the  toiling  hand.     Gorton 593 

Servant  of  God,  well  done.    Athalie 590 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep.    Sleep  thy  last  sleep 589 

We  would  see  Jesus.    Pilgrims 586 

When  the  day  of  toil  is  done.    Evermore 614 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends.    Palestrina...  592 

Dedication  of  Church. 

All  things  are  thine.    All  Saints 502 

On  deep  foundations  have  we  reared.    All  Saints...  503 
Thou  whose  unmeasured  temple  stands.    St.  Ge- 

rontius 501 

Eternity.— See  Life,  and  Heaven. 

Evening  Worship.— See  Worship,  Evening. 

Expostulation.— See  Gospel. 

Faith, 

God  of  my  life,  thy  boundless  grace.    St.  Theresa...  411 

Holy  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me.    Falfleld 418 

How  firm  a  foundation.    Portuguese  Hymn 429 

1  am  trusting  thee.  Lord  Jesus.    Stephanos. ._ 389 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say.  |  l:dw£^d!^^'"  } 335 

I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives.       Bradford 326 

In  heavenly  love  abiding.    Stirling 416 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul.     Wien 306 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  (iod,  my  All,  Hear.    Adoro 313 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All !  How.    Adore...  314 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love.     Olivet 316 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea.    Woodworth 298 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee.    St.  Ambrose ,315 

My  spirit,  on  thv  care.    Monsell 383 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts.    Benedictus 293 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus.    Gyde 300 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me.     Rock  of  Ages 311 

Saviour,  I  follow  on,  guided  f  Winterton.  \   ooc 

by  thee \  Something  for  thee.  [   ^°^ 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love  thou  f  TFm^frtoH.  1    004 

gavest  me I  Something  for  thee.  J 

Son  of  God  to  thee  I  cry.    Rock  of  Ages 312 

The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high.    Hamburg..  .398 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God.    Donms 3G8 

Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart.     Ethelberg 374 

Thou  very  present  aid.     Crucifixion 458 

Thv  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ.    St.  Godric 299 

'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come.    Duke  Street 434 
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Family.  bvmn 

Happy  the  home,  wheu  God  is  there.    Siloani 543 

Festivals. 

See  Christ,  Admit,  Christ,  Resurrection,  National, 

THA.vKsciiviNG  Day,  Year. 

God. 

Adoration  of— See  ADORATION. 

Benevolence  and  Compassion— See  Love  of. 

Creator. 

Come  sound  his  praise  abroad.    Silver  Street 40 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord.     Messiah 58 

I  sing  th'  almighty  power  of  (iod.    Sursiim  Corda..    16 
Sing  praise  to  God  who  reigns  above.    Monmouth..    36 

The  spacious  tirmament  on  high.    Samson 24 

Eternal. 

Jehovah  reigns;  he  dwells  in  light.    Stonefield 6 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past.    Audite 9 

Father— See  ADOPTION. 

Goodness— See  Love  of. 

Grace— See  LOVE. 

Holiness  of. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord.    Messinh 58 

Holy,  holy,  holy  1  Lord  God  Almighty.    Mcua 1 

0  thou,  who  art  enrobed  in  light.    New  Castle 97 

Love  of. 
God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens.  |  f^ynmcT^"""  }  ^^" 

1  can  not  always  trace  the  way.     Troi/te 409 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love.  |  QraatudT'  }  -  ^^^ 

My  soul,  repeat  his  praise.     Boylston 125 

Sweet  is  thy  mercy,  Lord.    Monsell 127 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy.    Sanctuary .304 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God.    Adoro 376 

See  also  GOD,  Providence  of,  and  GOSPEL. 
Omnipotence. 

I  sing  th'  almighty  power  of  God.    Sursum  Corda..  16 

Jehovah  reigns;  he  dwells  in  light.    Stonefield 6 

O  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful.     Dnndie..'. 10 

O  who  is  like  the  Mighty  One.     Sursum  Corda 15 

O  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above.     Lyons 38 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past.    Audite 9 

Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high.    St.  Oodric 35 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory.  Lord.    Samson 25 

The  Lord  descended  from  above.  |  st^''^img^' } 1* 

The  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might  ■[  ^'^'Xms.*' }  -    ^^ 
Omnipresence. 

,  Lord  of  all  being!  throned  afar,    Rothwell 23 

Lord,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  through. 

Federal  Street 375 

On  mountains  and  in  valleys.    Stirling 417 

Sing  praise  to  God  who  reigns  above.    Monmouth...    36 

Omniscience. 
Lord,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  through. 

Federal  Street 375 

Providence  of. 

Call  the  Lord  thy  sure  salvation.    Trust 369 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs.     Dennis 421 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life.    St.  Bede 382 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us.     Greenville 360 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears.  |  '^'/"^f^.^lgj.  I 423 

[  Redemption.') 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints.  -'.  Grrmani/.      v 415 

(  Ward.   '        j 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way.  |  {J^",™^/  } 404 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah,  j  oifphant''^^^'  }  ^56 

Here  I  can  firmly  rest.     Pekin 3S0 

How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord.     Belmont 363 

How  gentle  God's  commands.     Dennis 420 

If  through  unruffled  seas.  |  '^[akhcr.  } '^-'^ 


God.— Concluded. 

( Redemption. 
Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways.-;  Germany. 

(  Ward. 

My  trust  is  in  the  Lord.    Arthur's  Seat 

O  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone.    Hamburg 

O  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful.     Dundee 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past.    Audite 


Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing.  |  c?  I''"';}  | 

Still  with  thee,  O  my  God.     Greaiwood , 

Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  dark  and 

dreary.     Birkdalr 

Summer  suns  are  glowing.     Summer 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  f  Portuguese  Hymn.  \ 

want  sliall  1  know (Judea.  J 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is.     Greenwood 

Their  hearts  shall  not  be  moved.    Arthur's  Seat 

There  is  a  little  lonely  fold.     Wansfcll 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place.     Cooling 

Thy  way,  O  God,  is  in  the  sea.  |  ^^^f^l^^'^^  \ 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large.     Hendon 

Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill.     Belmont 

Uphold  me.  Lord,  too  prone  to  stray.     Samson 

Vainly  through  night's  weary  hours.      Willis 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved.     Stonefield 

When  this  song  of  praise  shall  cease.     Willis 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints.    St.  Michael 

Sovereignty  of. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way.  |  yt^'^^i'  \ 404 

Jehovah  reigns;  he  dwells  in  light.     Stonefield 6 

Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong.     Old  Hun- 
dred  
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Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways.  |  ^crfemp?(o?i. ) 

O  worship  the  King  all  glorious  above.    Lyons 38 

The  Lord  descended  from  above.  |  ^fontius.  ] 
{St.  Ann  s.  j 
The  Lord  is  King !  lift  up  thy  voice.    Tlianksgiving.    18 
Y'e  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice.    Stonefield 8 

Trinity  of. 

Come  thou  Almighty  King.     Italian  Hymn 53 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high.     Innocents 56 

God  of  my  life,  thy  boundless  grace.    St.  Teresa...,  411 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way.      Vespcri  Lux 168 

Holy,  holy,  holy!  Lord  God  Almighty.    Nicaea 1 

Unchangeableness  of. 

In  heavenly  love  abiding.    Stirling 416 

Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place.    Mon- 
mouth     37 

0  God,  the  Rock  of  Ages.    Aurelia ii 

Wisdom  of— See  Providence  of. 

Gospel. 

Freeness  and  Fullness  of. 
Amazing  grace  !— how  sweet  the  sound.    Audite.. 
Behold !  what  wondrous  grace.  |  f^'-f^(^n^^^-  ] .... 
Grace !  'tis  a  charming  sound.  |  ^iffL^^^^^^'  \ 

1  was  a  wandering  sheep.     Pa.<<tor  Bonus 

Salvation!  O  the  joyful  sound.    Azmon 


336 
339 

338 

340 
249 


Invitation  and  Entreaty  of. 

And  canst  thou,  sinner,  slight.     Sermity 

Art  thou  weary,  heavy  laden.     Strjihanos 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door.     Rivaulx 

Brother  hast  thou  wandered  far.     Storrs 

Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord.     Mercy 

Come,  said  Jesus'  .sacred  voice.     Horton 

Come,  wearv  souls,  with  sin  distressed.    Lauiston.. 
Come,  ye  disconsolate  I    where'er  ye  languish, 

Com^,  Ve  Discoy).<<olate 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  f  Belmont.  \ 

needy t  Jf.«M  Bone  Pastor.} 

Give  to  the  Ix)rd  thine  heart.     Schumann 

Haste.  O  sinner!  now  be  wise.    Storrs 

Haste,  trav'ler,  haste!  the  nieht  comes  on.     Wells 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend.  |^^[|'^|'^^^|- 1 


26& 
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276 

273 

269 
2.i5 
2.54 


ITopical  }r\b^x. 


267 
265 
279 

428 

261 


271 
258 

274 
268 
275 
253 
252 
298 
262 


Gospel.— Concluded. 

Now  is  th'  accepted  time.     Gorton 

O  cease,  my  wandering  soul.    Serenity 

O  do  not  let  ttie  word  depart.    MivatUx 

O  eyes  that  are   weary,  and  hearts  f  Eobinson.  ] 

that  are  sore \  Paidi7ia.  J 

O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing.    Lux  Mundi 

O  turn   ye,  oh,   turn  ye!    for  why  will  ye  die. 

Paulina 

Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return.  |  ^fj^^w. } 

Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die.    Norton 

Sinners,  will   ye  scorn  the  message.     Jesu  Bone 

Pastor 

The  Spirit  in  our  hearts.     Gorton 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls     Amo;/ 

While"  life  prolongs  its  precious  light.     Weils 

Why  will  ye  waste  on  trilling  cares.     Wells 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around.      Pascal 

Ye  that  in  his  courts  are  found.     Lux  Mundi 

Spread  of— See  MISSIONS. 

Graces,  the  Christian.— See  Faith,  and  Lovk. 

Gratitude.— See  Praise. 

Guilt.— See  Atone.ment  and  Repentance. 

Heathen.— See  Missions. 

Heaven. 

For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Country.    Ewing 619 

Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rise.    St.  Martins 600 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul !  angelic  songs  are  swelling. 

Vox  Angelica 585 

Jerusalem!  my  happy  home.    Southwell 613 

Jerusalem,  the  golden.     Ewinfj 618 

Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing.    Peterboro' 609 

Lighfs  abode,  celestial  Salem.     Regent  S(juare 620 

Lo!  what  a  glorious  sight  appears.    .S(.  Martins 601 

O  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly.    Shepherd 606 

O  Paradise,  O  Paradise      Paradise 617 

On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  I  stand.    EIret 604 

One  sweetly,  solemn  thought.    Benedictus 610 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand.    Al/ord 615 

The  day  is  past  and  gone.     Schumann 169 

The  ros'eate  hues  of  early  dawn.    Roseate  Hues 603 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight    Shepherd 605 

Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love.    Litlington 

Tower 93 

We  are  but  strangers  here.     Something  for  Thee 386 

We've  no  abiding  city  here.    Samson 437 

What  are  these  in  bright  array.    Letjden 608 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear.    Shepherd 607 

Holiness.— See  God,  Holiness  of. 
Holy  Spirit. 

Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord.    Barnby 433 

Come  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove.    Ernan 115 

Come,  Holv  Ghost,— in  love.    Fiat  Lux 117 

Come,  Hol'v  Spirit,  come.    State  Street 110 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove.    Peterboro' 103 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine.    Mercy 113 

Holy  Spirit!  Lord  of  light.    Mercy 114 

O  thou  that  hearest  prayer.    St.  Godric 105 

Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed.    Elvet 107 

Spirit  Divine!  attend  our  prayer.     Peterboro' 6104 

Spirit  of  Peace !  celestial  Dove.    Barby 109 

Thou,  whose  almightv  word.    New  Haven 118 

Thv  home  is  with  the  humble.  Lord.    Barby 108 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  King.    Elvet 106 

Home.— See  Family. 

Hope.— See  Courage. 

Installation.— See  Ministry. 

Intercession.— See  Christ,  Intercession  of. 

Invitations.— See  Gospel. 

Invocation.— See  Holy  SPiRiT,'and  Prayer. 

Jerusalem,  New— See  Heaven. 

Joining  the  Church. 

See  Confession  of  Faith. 


Joy.— See  Praise. 
Judgment,  The  "ymh 

That  day  of  wrath !  that  dreadful  day.    Dies  Irae..  602 
When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge  shalt  come.    Mer- 

ibah 599 

Justification.— See  Atoneme.mt,  and  Faith. 

Kingdom  of  Christ.— See  Church,  and  Missions. 

Life. 

Brevity  of. 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll.    Leominster 584 

As  shadows  cast  by  cloud  and  sun.    Avon 577 

The  year  is  swiftly  waning.     Aurelia 581 

While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun.    Benevento...  582 
See  also  DEATH. 
Uncertainity  of. 

One  sweetly,  solemn  thought.    Benedictus 610 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour.     Willis 175 

Voyage  of. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode.    Park  Street 465 

Safe  home,  safe  home  in  port.    Harbor 466 

Lord's  Day. 

Another  six  days'  work  is  j  Migdol.  \ 

done '. [Litlington  Tower.  } 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake.    Bevan 

Frequent  the  day  of  God  returns.  |  f^^/^'^'bofo'. }  - 

Hail!  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest.    St.  Cuthbert 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness.    Rotterdam.  {Tours) 

Safely  through  another  week.    Sabbath 

Sad  and  weary  were  our  way.    JS'assau 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  f  Migdol.  \ 

my  King \  Litlington  Tower.  / 

The  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath.  Rotterdam. 
(Tours.) ;. 

Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love.  Litling- 
ton Tower 

Thy  holy  Day's  returning.  {  ^fCf ""  } 

To-day  on  weary  nations.    Rotterdam 

Welcome,  delightful  morn.    Lischer 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest.  |  fjgij'jjf^-  } 

When  as  returns  this  solemn  day.    Laud 

Lord's  Supper. 

A  parting  hymn  we  sing.     Dennis 

Amidst  us  our  Beloved  stands.    Hampton 

At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing.    Solitude 

Bread  of  heaven,  on  Thee  I  feed.     Gethsemane 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken.  Sacrament. 
Draw  near,  O  holy  Dove,  draw  near.  Hamburg.... 
Here,  O  my  Lord,"  I  see  thee  face  to  face.   Pax  Dei. 

If  human  kindness  meets  return.    St.  Agnes 

Jesus,  Master!  hear  me  now.    Solitude 

O  bread  to  pilgrims  given.    St.  Hilda 

Love. 

Of  Christ— See  CHRIST,  Love  of. 

Of  God— See  GOD,  Love  of 

For  Christ. 


76 
72 
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529 
517 
531 
532 
528 
.534 
535 
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530 


Hark,  my  soul',  it  is  the  Lord.    St.  Bees 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds.  St.  Peter's, 
O.rford 

Jesus !  I  love  thy  charming  name.  St.  Peter's,  Ox- 
ford.:  

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all.    Hear.    Adoro.... 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all !    How.    Adoro... 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee.     Valentia 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen.     Bemerton 

Jesus,  thou  joy  of  loving  hearts.    Zephyr 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love.     Olivet 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee.    Bethany 

O  could  I  speak  the  matchlesrworth.     Ariel 

O  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful.     ]'alentia 

O  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art.    St.  Agnes 

O  Love  divine!  how  sweet  thou  art.    Ravendale... 

Saviour,  teach  me  dav  by  day.     Fulton 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love  thou  gavest  me.   Winterton. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want,    Hollingside 


514 

328 

329 
313 
314 
324 
S18 
322 
316 
388 
333 
325 
330 
334 
1.39 
384 
307 
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Love.— Concluded. 

For  God.  bvmn 

I  would  love  thee,  God  and  Father.     Trust 370 

For  Saints. 

Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love.    Holi^  Trinity 537 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  hinds.     Franconia 540 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight.    ISt.  Agnes.  536 

For  the  Church. 
I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord.    Franconia 538 

Meditation. 
Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  be  gone.    Ger- 
many     65 

Far  from  the  world.  O  Lord,  I  flee.    Woodstock 152 

I  love  to  steal,  awhile,  away.     Woodstock 1.51 

My  God  permit  me  not  to  be.    St.  Crispin 396 

O'that  I  could  forever  dwell.    Repose 133 

Mercy— See  God,  Love  of. 

Mercy-Seat— See  Prayer. 

Millenium— See  Missions. 

Ministry. 

How  beauteous  are  their  kei.  \fr-^^^°^<^^-\ 499 

We  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name.    Ethelherg 501 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord.    Benedictus 500 

See  also  Missions. 

Miracles— See  Christ,  Ministry  of. 
Missions. 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow.    St.  Godric 

Christ  for  the  world  we  sing.  {  ^}^i^%,^,_  } 

Come,  Lord!  and  tarry  not.    Badea 

From    Greenland's    icy    mountains.     jVisssionary 

Hymn ". 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  morning. 
Orient 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed.  |  p^lfns'^'  } 

Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee.     St.  Nicnlai 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  .glorious  time.    E/tliam 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  f  Warrington.  ) 

sun i  Mi.'<.fiunary  Chant.  ) 

Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling.     Worthing. 

Lo  the  faith  which  crossed  the  ocean.    Trust 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day.    Repose 

Lord,  her  watch  thy  church  is  keeping.    Mission 

Song 

Now  be  the  Gospel  banner.    Madison 

O  Lord,  our  God!  arise,    Badea 

O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness.  1 1^"""''^""' }  ... 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing,  j  I^^JJ"'"'""'  }  - 

Our  country's  voice  is  pleading.  Missionary  Hymn. 

KoH  f>n,  thill  mighty  ocean.    Madi.wn 

•Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations.    Mi.'tsion  Song 

Soon  may  the  last  glad  song/  Warrington.  \ 

arise (  Mi.ifioiiarij  Cfiant. ) 

Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad.     Fiat  Lux 

Sovereign  of  worlds  !  display  thy  power.    Repose. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking.  {  '^.^liT'*'} 

The   whole    wide  world    for   Jesus.     Missionary 

Hi/mn 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night.    Morning 

When  shall  the  voice  of  singing.    Madison 

Ye  Christian  heralds  go  proclaim.    Repose 

National. 

God  bless  ournative  land.    America 567 

God  of  our  fathers,  known  of  old.     Kipling 565 

God  the  All-terrible !   thou  who  ordainest.    Mos- 
cow   564 

Lord  !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray.    Farrant...  568 

Mv  country  'tis  of  thee.    America 566 

OGod,  beneath  thv  guiding  hand.    Duke  Street 563 
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473 
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486 

485 
480 
472 


476 
493 

478 


484 
494 
481 
492 


Praise.  hvmm 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell.    Old  Hundred..     5 
As  swiftly,  silently  draws  near  the  night.    Bene- 
diction   161 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song.    St.  Thomas 43 

Awake,    my  tongue,    thy    tribute   bring.      Duke 

Street 28 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake.     Beian. 94 

Be  thou.  O  God,  exalted  high,     old  Hundred 3 

Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad,     .'^ihcr  Street 40 

Come,  thou  almighty  King.     Italian  Hymn 53 

Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord.     St.   Thomas 45 

Father,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet.  Felix 136 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies.    Old  Hun- 
dred       2 

Great  (Jod  !  to  thee  my  evening  song.  St.  Ignatius.  150 

In  loud  exalted  strains.     Duruell 31 

Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong.     Old  Hun- 
dred       4 

Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind.     Jnnocaifs 55 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise.     Kent 48 

My  God  !  my  King !  thy  various  praise.     Thariks- 

giving 19 

My  soul,  repeat  his  praise.     Boylston 125 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God.     Nun  Danket 572 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song      Duke  Street 26 

O  bless  the  Lord,  my  .soul.    St.  Thomas 44 

O  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea.    Almsgiving..  574 

O  praise  ye  the  Lord.    Hanover 39 

O  render'thanks  to  God  above.     Thaiiksgiving 20 

O  Zion  !  tune  thy  voice.     Lisrher 90 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done.     Greenwood 166 

Praise,  oh,  praise  our  God  and  King.    Ferrier 570 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore  him.  St.  Oswald    50 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise.    Ferrier 569 

Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name.     Italian  Hymn 54 

Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart.     FaL^ilam 42 

Siiig  praise  to  God  who  reigns  above.    Monmouth.    36 

Sing  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  strains.    St.  Martins 49 

Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high.    St.  Godric 35 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang.     Mozart 57 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord.    Silver  Street 41 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God.  my  King.    Migdol 91 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life.    Kent 47 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God.    Howard 367 

When  morning  gilds  the  skies.  Laudcs  Domini 154 

With  ecstasy  of  joy.    Lisrher 89 

Ye  boundless  realms  of  joy.    St.  Godric 34 

Ye  rations  round  the  earth,  rejoice.   Stonefield 8 

For  Redemption. 

Arise,  my  soul !  my  joyful  powers.    Beatitudo 332 

Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays.  {  J!^l!i:i^Mness.  }  ^^l 

Blessed  fountain  full  of  grace.    Hendon 353 

Brightnessof  the  Father's  glory.  Bethany.  (Smart.)  20A 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God.    Italian  Hymn 52 

Come,  every  pious  heart.    Auburndale 3.51 

Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs.    Alstone 342 

Come,  thou  Fount  of  everv  blessing.     T)~ust 349 

Glory  toGod  on  high.  {^(«^4"^,„„  | 475 

I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price,  {^"j^l^fon  I  ^^"^ 
Lord,  with  glowing  heart  I'd  praise  thee.     Cross...  350 

Nature,  with  open  volume,  stands.     Repose 319 

O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth.    Ariel 333 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing.    Beatitudo 331 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode.     Park  Street 465 

Prai.se,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee.    RatJi- 
bun 347 

Prayer. 

Approach,  my  soul,  the   mercy-seat.    St.  John's 

Westminisier 120 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace.    Monscll 128 

Come,  at  the  morning  hour.    Monsiil 129 

Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare.    Fulton 138 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows.    Retreat 122 

How  charming  is  the  place.  |  f^bmi^' } 75 

How  sweet  the  melting  lay.    Grceaiwood 167 

Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet.    Canonbury 124 

My  God  !  is  any  hour  so  sweet.    Repose 132 
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Prayer. — Continued.  hymn 

O  il.ou  that  hearest  prayer.  |  '^^h^'i'fj'^'} 1""' 

Sweet  honr  of  prayer.    Sweet  hoar  of  prayer Vu 

Sweet  is  thy  merey,  Lord.     Monsell 127 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet.    Retreat 1'-':? 

"While  thee  I  seek,  i)rotecting  power.  Brattle  Street  131 

Of  Children. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner.    St.  Theresa 

<iraci(»is  Saviour,  gentle  Shepherd.    Requiem... 

Jesus,  Holy,  Undehled.    Ferrier 

Jesus,  meek  and  gentle.    Jesus  meek  and  gentle. 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me.    Pilot , 

Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep.    Buckland 


Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us.  {  ivadersmouth. } 

For  Children. 
Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding.    St.  Oswald.. 


.  555 
547 

.  554 
551 

.558 

,  556 

546 


To  Christ. 
Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  f  Eventide.  \ 

the  eventide \  Troyte,  No.  l.(  Chant.)  f 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken.    Sacrament. 

Christ  whose-glory  fills  the  sky.    Sabbath 

Gracious  Saviour,  thus  before  "thee.    Dorrance, 

Great  High  Priest,  who  deignst  to  be.     Verdun 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jeho-  f  Recent  Square.  \ 

vah \  Oliphant.  j 

Heal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal.    Lacrymae 

How  shall  I  follow  him  I  serve.    Germany 

I  need  thee  every  hour.    I  need  thee 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day.    Herrick 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul.  {  jj^^^^^^  } 

Jesus  Master!  hear  me  now.    Solitude 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all.     Hear.    Adoro... 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all.     How.    Adoro... 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me.    Pilot 

Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever.     Tantum  Ergo 

Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me.    CYudfixion 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling.  |  s'e^hlT.''' } 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee .  |  ;^^J]('^^^^;  [ 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee,  {oiifet'^^''^'^' 

My  Jesus  as  thou  wilt.    Jeivett 

Now  the  day  is  over.    Merrial 

O  bread  to  pilgrims  given.    St.  Hilda 

O  Christ !  with  each  returning  morn.    Keble 

O  Everlasting  Light.     Greenwood 

O  Holy  Lord,  content  to  live.     Montague 

O  Master,  let  me  walk  with  thee,    Maryton 

O  Thou  thro'  suff'ring  perfect  made.    Montague... 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me.    Rock  of  Ages 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise.    Bene- 
diction. 
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82 
182 
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283 
217 
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516 
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315 

402 
159 
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216 
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296 
312 
144 
175 
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Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want.  {  S,^,,,-^,.  } 307 

Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us.   Gunther.  170 
■When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe.    Redhead...  401 
When  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies.    St.  Pet- 
ersburg   141 

To  God. 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind.    Neio  Castle...     98 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life.    St.  Bede 382 

Father  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss.    Naomi 394 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us.    Greenville 360 

Glory'to  thee,  my  God,  this  night.     Talli.'s'  Canon...  146 

God  bless  our  native  land.    America 567 

God.  the  All-terrible !  thou  who  ordainest.     Mos- 
cow    564 


Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing.  |  ,s"o''t;(r7}  I 
Saviour,  thy  dying  love  thou  gavest.     Winterlon... 

Saviour!  when,  in  dust  to  thee.    Hollingside 

Son  of  God  to  thee  I  cry.    Rock  of  Ages 

Sun  of  my  soul  I  thou  Saviour  dear.    JIarsley 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour.     Willis 

Tell  me,  my  Saviour.     I.ynde 

The  day  is  past  and  over.    St.  Anatolius 

The  day,  ()  Lord,  is  spent.     Greeiuvood 

Thou  art,  O  Christ,  the  way.    Detroit 


Prayer.— Concluded.  hymh 

Great  God  I  to  thee  my  evening  song.  St.  Ignatius  150 
Heavenly  Father,  ^raiit  thy  blessing.    Dorrance...  ISO 

Huslied  was  the  evening  hynui.    Samuel 419 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  Ihe  j  Lux  Benigna.      \   ^^ 

encircling  gloom (Luxin  Tenebris.f 

Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling.     Worthing.  469 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day.    Repose 491 

Lord,  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie.    Satuiiria 251 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.    Bid.    Dor- 
rance   179 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thv,  blessing.    Fill.    Tantum 

Ergo '. 184 

Lord  !  we  come  before  thee  now.    Seymour 100 

Lord  I  when  we  beud  before  thy  throne.  Laud...  73 
Lord  !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray.  Farrant...  568 
Kow,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  niglit  retreating. 

Barnby's  Hymnary 143 

O  grant  us  light  that  we  may  know.     Whiteland...  397 

O  Lord,  thy  work  revive.    State  Street Ill 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways.    Cltester- 

field 188 

O  thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows.    Avon 290 

O  thou  great  God,  whose  piercing  eye.     Germany..    66 

O  thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears.    Manoah 289 

Out  of  the  depths  I  cry  to  thee.    Monmouth 291 

Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits.    Eeble 69 

Show  me  myself,  O  holy  Lord.    St.  Cuthbert 85 

Show  pity,  Lord!  O  Lord,  forgive.     Windham 284 

Take  my'life,  and  let  it  be.    Hymn  of  Joy 560 

Thou  whose  unmeasured  temple  stands.  St.  Geron- 

tius 50t 

Thy  wav  not  mine,  O  Lord,  however  dark  it  seem. 

Jeukt 403 

To  thy  temple  I  repair.    Seymour 99 

Uphold  me.  Lord,  too  prone  to  stray.    Samson 436 

When  this  song  of  praise  shall  cease.    Willis 177 

To  THE  Holy  Spirit. 

Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove.    Eman 115 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,— in  love.    Fiat  Lux 117 

Come  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind.   Keble 71 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come.    State  Street 110 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove.    Peterboro' 103 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  diviiie.    Mercy 113 

Holy  Spirit!  Lord  of  light.     Mercy 114 

Spirit  divine  !  attend  our  prayer.    Peterboro 104 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  king.    Elvet 106 

To  THE  Trinity. 

Arm  these  thy  .soldiers,  mighty  Lord.    Barnby 433 

Come  thou  almighty  King.     Italian  Hymn 53 

Father  of  love  and  power.    Kirby  Bedon 171 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way.     Vesperi  Lux 168 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word.    New  Haven 118 

Providence.— See  God,  Providence  of. 
Kedemption.— See  Atonement. 
Kegeneration. 
Necessity  of. 

0  where  shall  rest  be  found.     Benedictus 6U 

Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair.    Satumia 250 

Experienced. 

Ah,  the  heart  that  hath  forsaken.     Trust 371 

Just  as  I  am  without  one  plea.     Woodworth 298 

Lord,  I  know  thy  grace  is  nigh  me.  Bartimeus 348 

See  also  REPENTANCE. 

Repentance. 

A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King.     Windham 285 

Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed.   Manoah 288 

Depth  of  mercy  !  can  there  be.    Mercy 282 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  ween.     Beriedictus 292 

God  calling  yet!— shall  1  no't  hear.    Ashwclt 280 

Heal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal.    Lacrymae 283 

1  saw  one  hanging  on  a  tree.    Manonh 287 

Lord,  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie.    Satumia 251 

My  Father  "bids  me  come.    State  Street 294 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more.  |  '^^^l^n^qji^  \  526 

O  thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows.    Avon 290 

O  thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears.    Manoah 289 

Oppressed  with  siu  and  woe.    Hollingside 295 


iTopical  3nbex. 


Repentance.— Concluded.  hvmn 

Out  of  the  depllis  I  cry  to  thee.     Moiunouth 291 

Saviour!  when  in  dust  to  thee.    HolUnyside 2% 

Show  pity.  Lord.    O  Lord,  forgive.     Windham 284 

Tell  me  luy  .Saviour.    Li/nde 390 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh.     Warner 286 

Resignation. 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life.    St.  Bcde 382 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss.    A(tomi 394 

I  cannot  always  trace  the   way.      Troyte,  No.  1. 

(Chanl) 409 

I  worship  thee,  sweet  Will  of  God.    Meditation 412 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day.    Herrick 400 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  (  Lux  Ben iijnn.      )    .qq 

encircling  gloom \  Lux  in  Tenelnis.  J 

Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways.     Redemption..  414 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee.  [  Bethany'.  } ^^ 

My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray.  |  ^xroyte!'^^^^' }  ^°* 

My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt.    Jewell 402 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee.  {  j^J^^^;',;"^;  J 387 

O  Holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen.     Clinginri 410 

O  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share.  Ethe/bercj....  373 
Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  dark  and 

dreary.    Birkdale 372 

Thy  wav  not  mine,  O  Lord,  however  dark  it  be. 

Jewftt 403 

While   thee   I   seek,  protecting   power.     Brattle 

Street 131 

Rest.— See  Heaven. 

Resurrection. 

Of  Christ— See  CHRIST,  Resurrection, 

Of  Believers. 

Rest  for  the  toiling  hand.     Gorton ,593 

Uuvail  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb.    Dirge 595 

See  also  DEATH. 

Retirement.— See  Meditation. 
Revival. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come.    Strde  Street,. 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove.    Peterboro'. 

0  Lord,  thy  work  revive.    State  Street 

Pass  me  not,  O  gentle  Saviour.    BuHinper 

Spirit  divine  !  attend  our  prayer.    Peterboro'.... 


Sabbath.— See  Lord's  Day. 

Sacraments.— See  Lord',s  Supper. 

Sacrifice.— See  Atonement. 

Sailors.— See  Seamen. 

Saints. 

BI.ESSEDNES.S  OF. 

Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God.     Rnsefield 


110 
103 
111 
119 
104 


Blest  are  the  p\ire  in  heart.     Prkin. 
What  are  these  in  bright  array.    Leyden. 


COMMfNION  OF. 

See  LORD'S  SUPBER,  and  LOVE, /or  Saints. 
Death  of— See  DEATH. 
Per-severance  of. 
Awake  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve.     Cliri.Mmas... 
Breast  the  wave.  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest. 

Paul 

Fight  the  good  light  with  all  thy  might.    Samson. 

Forward!  be  our  watchword.  jK^^.'^^^'^''^"*- 1 

My  soul !  be  on  thy  guard.    Labnii 

My  soul !  weigh  not  thy  life.     Lnhnn 

Stand  up  !— stand  up  for  Jesus.     Goodunn 

Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  f  Robinson.  \ 

on  our  way I  Paulina.    J 

'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come.    Duke  Street 

Security  of— See  GOD,  Providence  of. 


303 

3.S1 
008 


448 


44fi 
435 


410 
411 
443 

427 

434 


Saints.— Concluded.  HYiot 

SEitviCE  AND  Reward  of. 
See  CHRISTIAN  ACTIVITY,  and  HEAVEN. 
Union  of,  with  Christ. 

Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God.    Rosefield 303 

Dear  Saviour!  we  are  ^^'^'^^■{Boyhi^!"''] 539 

Union  of,  with  each  other. 

Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love.    Hobi  Trinity 537 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds.  |  B^ylston""  \ ^^ 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight.    St.  Agnes.  536 
Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing.  Peterboro' 609 

Salvation.— See  Atonement,  Gospel,  etc. 

Sanctification.— See  Aspiration. 

Sanctuary. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind.    Keble 71 

Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky.    All  Saints...    04 

How  charming  is  the  place,  j  i^^jllf,^^'  ] 75 

How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings  fair.    Laud 74 

How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair.     All  Saints 62 

Lo  God  is  here  :  let  us  adore.    Keble 70 

Now,  to  thy  sacred  house.    St.  Godric 87 

O  God.  whose  presence  glows  in  all.     Germany 67 

O  thou  great  God  !  whose  piercing  eye.     Gei-many..  66 

O  thou,  to  whom  in  ancient  time.     Germany 68 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above.    Messiah 59 

To  thy  temple  i  repair.    Seymour 99 

Scriptures.— See  Bible. 

Seamen. 

Star  of  peace!  to  wanderers  weary.    Wave 467 

When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is 
streaming.     Cardiff 464 

Seasons. 

Summer  suns  are  glowing.     Summer 580 

The  spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf  and  flower.  Hath- 
ersage 579 

See  also  Thanksgiving  Day,  and  Year. 

Sin, 

Confession  of— See  REPENTANCE. 

Conviction  of— See  REPENTANCE. 

Hatred  of— See  REPENTANCE. 

Sorrow.— See  Afflictions,  and  Resignation. 

Temperance. 

When,  doomed  to  death,  th'  apostle  lay.    Kent. 
{Devonshire) ." 456 

Thankfulness.— See  Praise. 

Thanksgiving  Day. 

Come,  ye  thankful  iieople,  come.     Hendnn ,571 

Here,  we.  to-day,  amidst  our  flowers.    Rirautx .573 

O  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea.    Almsgiving..  574 

Praise,  oh,  praise  our  God  and  King.    Ferrier 570 

Praise  to  God  immortal  praise.     Ferrier 569 

Time.— See  Death,  Life,  and  Year. 

Trials.— See  Afflictions,  and  Resignation. 

Tribulations.— See  Afflictions,  and  Resignation. 

Trinity.— See  God,  Trinity  of. 

Trust.— See  Faith,  and  God,  Providence  of. 


iTopical  3n6ex. 


"Warfare,  Christian.  hvms 

See  Christian  Activity,  uud  Coukacje. 

"Warnings. 
See  Gospel,  Invitation  and  Entreaty  of. 

"Watchfulness. 

A  Charge  to  keep  1  have.  { ^^^l^r^i'^. } 453 

Christian!  seek  not  yet  repose.     Vigilnte 455 

My  soul  be  on  thy  guard.    Laban 440 

"Word  of  God.— See  Bible. 

"Work.— See  Christian  Activity, 

"Worship. 

General. 

See  LORD'S  DAY,  PRAISE,  and  PRAYER. 

Close  of. 

Heavenly  Father,  grant  thy  blessing.    Dorrance...  180 

Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever.     Tantuni  Ergo 183 

Lord,   dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.    Bid.    Dor- 
rance   179 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.    Fill.    Tantum 

Ergo 184 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour.    Dorrance. ...  181 
Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise.    Bene- 
diction    160 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  iu    blessing.     Sicilian 

Melody 178 

Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet.     Consecration 140 

When  this  song  of  praise  shall  cease.     Willis 177 

Evening. 

Abide   with   me!     fast  falls  the  j  Ercnf  id  f.  ]    ,  ..^ 

eventide (  Tronic,  No.  1.  !   ^  '" 

As  swiftly,  silently  draws  near  the  night.    Bene- 
diction   Ifil 

Far  from  the  world  I  Hee.     Woodstock l.Vi 

lather  of  love  and  power.     Kirby  Bedon ]7l 

Gracious  Saviour,  thus  before  thee.    Dorrance Iv2 


Evening.— Concluded.  hymn 

Great  God,  to  thee  my  evening  song.    St.  Ignatius.  150 
Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night.     Toms'  Canon...  146 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way.     Vesper i.  Lux 168 

I  love  to  steal,  awhile,  away.     Woodstock 151 

Now  all  the  woods  are  sleeping.     Gerhardt 156 

Now  on  sea  and  land  descending.     Willis 176 

Now  the  day  is  over.    Merrial 159 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done.    Greenwood 166 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing,  j  |"ypjt!r'di  [  ^''^ 

Silently  the  shades  of  evening,  {ffo'.'^^"''//  } 1"3 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray.  |  '^X)"' '  J' 


101 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day.  |  ^^f//^^^'"*- 1 102 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour.     Willis 175 

The  day  is  past  and  "gone      .Schumann 169 

The  day  is  past  and  gone.    Tlie.     Vesper 155 

The  day  is  past  and  over.      St.  AnatoUus 158 

The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent.     Greenwood 165 

Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us.    Gunther.  170 
Thus  far  the  Lord  has  lead  me  on.    Hebron 147 

Morning. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun.    TalUs'  Canon.  145 
How  sweet  the  melting  lay.    Greenwood 167 

Lord!  in  the  morning  thou  shoM  <l Belmont.      "I    icq 
hear t  Winchester.  /   ^^'^ 

Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night  retreating. 

Barnby's  Ilymnary 143 

O  Christ!  witheach  returning  morn.     Keble 142 

When  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies.    St.  Pet- 
ersburgh 141 

Year. 

Another  year,  another  year.     Wells 576 

As  shadows  cast  by  cloud  and  sun.    Aron 577 

(ireat  (iod!  we  sing  that  mighty  hand..., 575 

Stamiiug  at  the  portal.     Deva 578 

The  year  is  swiftly  waning.     Aiirelin 581 

While  with  cease'ess  course  the  sun.    Benevento....  58'2 

Zeal.— See  Christian  Ac  vity  and  Courage. 


Metrical  Index  of  Tunes. 


L.  M.                   WYMN                                                                         HYMN  HYMN 

All  Saints 23,  5U2  Zephyr 322    Saturnia 250 

Alstone 341  L.  M.    61.  Siloam 542 

Ashwell 280  Adoro 313,  376    Southwell 613 

Canoiibury 124  Protection 407    Sursum  Corda 15 

Demuth 343  bt.  Petersburg 141,  407    Valentia 324 

Dies  Irae 602  L.  M.     81.  Wansfell 544 

Dirge 595  Barnby 433    Winchester,  Old 153 

Duke  Street 26,434,  563  Jordan 219,233    Woodstock 151 

Ernan 115  C.  M. 

Ethelberg 373,501  Antioch 208  CM.     81. 

Federal  Street 375  Arlington 521  .     -...                           ^   „.,,. 

Germany 65,217,  415  Around  the  Throne 550     ^    ,1,    ol-V ^'  ,n? 

Gratitude 149  Avon 290,577    :^rattle  btreet Idl 

Hamburg 398,  527  Azmon 249     ^r^     nV  f -^^ qI- 

Hampton 529  Balerma 392     ^^^  uuecti d.^o 

Hebron 147  Barby 108,  4(;2  S.  M. 

Hursley 144  Beatitude 95,  331,  391    Badea 497 

Keble 69,  142  Belmont 130,153,271,  363    Benedictus 292,  500,  610 

Kent  (Devonshire) 456  Bemerton 318    Boylston 540,125 

Kipling 565  Bradford 326    Crucifixion 457 

Lawiston 259  Calvary 121     Dennis 420,  533 

Lenox 477  Carol 197     Detroit 112 

Litlington  Tower 92  Chesterfield 187    Franconia 538 

Loving-kindness 341  Christmas 447    Gorton 267,  593 

Maryton 216  Cooling 365    Greenwood 164,  378 

Mendon 508  Coronation 244    Laban 440 

Migdol 91  Cowper 310    Leighton 339 

Missionary  Chant 490  Dedham 272,  309    Lisbon 76 

Montague 519  Downs 190,368  Monsell.    (  St.  Andrew  ) 

Nazareth 213  Dundee 10  127,383,591 

Old  Hundred 2  Edward 335    Nebo 499 

Olive's  Brow 224  Elvet 106,  604    Olmutz 422 

Park  Street 465  Faith 209    Pekin 380 

Pascal 297  Farrant 568    Potsdam 42 

Redemption 414  Gerontius 13    Redhead 75 

Repose 132,319,  491  Hathersage 579    St.  George 499 

Rest 587  Holy  Trinity 186.  537    St.  Michael 422,  512 

Retreat 122  Howard 189,  366    St.  Thomas 43,  438 

Rivaulx 278,  573  Hummel 449    Schumann 167,269,  453 

Rockingham 452  Kent 47,  332    Serenity 265 

Rothwell 21  Lanesboro 95    Silver  Street 40,  338 

St.  Crispin 395  Laud 72,  247    State  Street 110,  294 

St.  Cross 221  Maitland 450    Thatcher 424,453 

St.  Ignatius 150  Manoah 287,405    Tweed 423 

St.  Petersburg 141,407  Meditation 412    Vesper 155 

Samson 24,  435  Merritt 392    Vigilate 455 

Spohr 525  Miles  Lane 245 

Stonetield 6  Naomi 393  S.  M.    8L 

Tallis  Canon 145  Ortonville 210    Athalie 590 

Thanksgiving 18  Palestrina 505,  592    Dulce  Domum 612 

Truro 233,  431  Peterboro 103,  609     Lebanon 340 

Uxbridge 320  Raphael 317    Leominster 584 

Ward 415,518  St.  Agnes... 330,  413,  460,  535    Pastor  Bonus 340 

Warrington 489  St.  Ann's 14,  511  « 

Wells 252,575  St.  Gerontius 504  t  o„^oc  n^rr^i^'i                 !«;-< 

Whiteland .397  St.  John's  College 327    fe^^f^'u^?^'°' lH 

Winchester,  New 148*  St.  John's  Westminster.  120    ^^avensnaw i»o 

Windham 284  St.  Martin's 49,  600  6s.    6L 

Woodworth 298  St.  Peter's,  Oxford 328    St.  Olave 270 


Jfletrical  3n6ex  of  lEunes. 


6s  &  4s.         "YMN 
Amoy 275 

6.4.6.4.6.6.6.4. 

Bethany .388 

Ilorbury 387 

Wiuterton 384 

America ofirt 

Fiat  Lux 117,  474 

Italian  Hymn 132,  475 

Kirbv  Bedon 171,  559 

New' Haven 118 

Olivet 315 

St.  Ambrose,  No.  2 315 

6s  &  5s. 

Dania 205 

Jesus.  Meek  and  Gentle.  551 

Merrial 159 

6s.  5s.  81. 

Asaph 548 

Deva 578 

St.  Andrew 459 

St.  Theresa.  (Sullivan).. 

240,  555 
St.  Theresa.  (Fleming)..  411 
Summer 580 

6s.  8s  &  5. 

Silent  Night 206 

6.7.6.7.6.6.6.6. 

Nun  Danket 572 

6.6.6.6.8.8. 

Arthur's  Seat 425 

Auburndale 351 

Bevan 94 

Darwell 30 

Harbor 4H6 

Lenox 477 

Lischer 88 

St. (iodric... 33,8(5,105,299,  477 

Samuel 419 

Zebulon 105 

7s. 

Aletta 228 

Buckland 556 

Consecration 140 

Ferrier 554,  569 

Fulton 138 

Hendon 353,  571 

Herrick 400 

Holley 102 

Horton 257 

Innocents 55 

Mercy 113,  281 

Mozart 57 

Nassau 82 

Redhead 401  235 

St.  Bees 514 

St.  Nicolai 496 

Sevmour 99,  355 

Solitude 516 

Storrs 255 

Verdun 308 

Wisn 306 


7s.     61.  HYMN 

Christ  is  coming   here 

to-day 218 

Elvey 263 

Gethsemane 227,  531 

Filot 558 

Bock  of  Ages 311 

Kosetleld .' 302 

Sabbath 81 

7s.  8L 

Benevento 582 

Eltham 495 

Herald  Angels 195 

Hollingside 296,  306 

Leyden 608 

Messiah 58 

Morning 494 

7.7.7.5. 

Evermore 614 

Vesperi  Lux 168 

7s.  31. 
Lacrimre 283 

7s  &  6s.  8L 

Aurelia 11,  541,  581 

Berthold 352 

Dies  Dominica 80 

Ewing 618 

Goodwin 443,  478 

Joy 616 

Konigsberg 192 

Lancashire 239 

Lux  Mundi 261 

Madison 480 

Meudebras 80 

Missionary  Hymn 483 

Passion  Chorale 225 

Rotterdam 77 

Salvation 352 

St.  Hilda 530 

St.  Kevin 234 

Stirling 416 

Valens 479 

7.6.7.6.7.7.7.6. 
Amsterdam 583 

7.6.7.6.8.8. 

St.  Anatolius,  No.  1 158 

7.6.8.6.  8L 
Alford 615 

7.7.6.7.7.8. 
Gerhardt 156 

8s  &  5s. 

Bullinger 119 

8.5.8.3. 

Clyde 300 

Stephanos 260,  389 

8.6.7.6.7.6.7.6. 

In  Memoriam 557 

8.6.8.4. 

St.  Cuthbert 84 


8s  &  6s.    61.  HYMN 

St.  Bede 382 

8.6.8.6.6.6.6.6. 

Paradise,  No.  1 617 

8.6.8.6.8.8. 

Eucharist 231 

Hastings 231 

8.6.8.8.6. 

Newcastle 97 

8s.  7s. 

Bartimeus .348 

Dorrnance 179,  362 

Gunther 170 

Harwell 241 

Jesu  Bone  Pastor 273 

Mount  ^'erno^ 362 

Ovio 371 

Pittington 51 

Rathbun 346 

St.  Oswald 50,  553 

Sicilian  Melodv 178,  204 
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Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All,  Hear..  313 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  (lod,  my  All!  How..  314 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 558 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 48i) 

Jesus  I  the  very  thought  of  thee 324 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 318 

Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts 322 

Jesus!  thy  blood  and  righteousness 343 

Jesus,  thy"  name  I  love 316 

Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet 124 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 12<') 

Joy  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come 208 

Just  as  1  am  without  one  plea 298 

Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever 183 

Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  (iod  belong.  4 
Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation 305 

Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace....  189 
Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling 

gloom 406 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend 272 

Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing...: 609 

Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind 55 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise 48 

Light  of  those  whose  weary  dwelling...  469 

Light's  abode,  celestial  Salem 620 

Lo  !  God  is  here  :  let  us  adore 70 

Lo  !  the  faith  which  crossed  the  ocean.  468 

Lo  !  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 601 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day...  491 

Lord,  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie 251 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Bid  179 
Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Fill  184 
Lord,  her  watch  thy  church  is  keeping.  473 

Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways 414 

Lord,  I  know  thy  grace  is  nigh  me 348 

Lord  !  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear.  153 

Lord  .Jesus,  think  on  me 457 

Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went...  462 

Lord  of  all  being!  throned  afar 23 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above 33 

Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place.  37 
Lord,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me 

through 375 

Lord,  thy  word  abideth 185 

Lord  !  we  come  before  thee  now 100 

Lord  !  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne.  73 
Lord,  with  glowing  heart  I'd  praise  thee.  350 
Lord  !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray...  568 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling 116 

Loving  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep 556 
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Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 210 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  the  Saviour...  181 

More  love,  O  Christ,  to  thee 388 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb 237 

Must  -lesus  bear  the  cross  alone 4.50 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee 566 

My  dear  Kedeemer,  and  my  Lord 215 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee 315 

My  Father  bids  me  come 294 

My  (xod,  how  endless  is  thy  love 149 

My  God  !  is  any  hour  so  sweet 132 

My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 408 

My  God  !  my  King  !  thy  various  praise.     19 

My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 396 

My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! — oh,  may  thy 

will  be  mine ". .'.  402 

My  soul!  be  on  thy  guard 440 

My  soul,  it  is  thy  God 439 

My  soul,  repeat  his  praise 125 

My  soul !  weigh  not  thy  life 441 

My  spirit,  on  thy  care .383 

My  trust  is  in  the  Lord 426 

Nature,  with  open  volume,  stands 319 

Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping 230 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee 3S7 

No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 526 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 293 

Now  all  the  woods  are  sleeping 1.56 

Now  be  the  Gospel  banner 482 

Now  is  th' accepted  time 267 

Now  on  sea  and  land  descending 176 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God 572 

Now  the  day  is  over 159 

Now  the  laborer's  task  is  o'er 596 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song 26 

Now,  to  thy  sacred  house 87 

Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night 
retreating 143 

O  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul 44 

O  bread  to  pilgrims  given 530 

O  cease,  my  wandering  soul 265 

O  Christ!  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire...  246 

O  Christ!  our  King,  Creator,  Lord 344 

O  Christ!  with  each  returning  morn 142 

O  come,  all  ye  faithful 194 

O  come,  and  mourn  with  me  awhile....  222 

O  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day 393 

O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  "worth...  333 
O,  could  my  thoughts  and  wishes  fly...  606 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness 77 

O  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone 399 

O  do  not  let  the" word  depart 279 

O  everlasting  Light 379 

O  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that 

are  sore 428 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 392 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 413 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God 391 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing ^31 

O  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand 563 

O  God,  the  rock  of  ages 11 


3n6ex  of  First  Lines. 


HYMN 

O  God  thy  power  is  wonderful 10 

O  God,  whose  presence  glows  in  all 67 

O  grant  us  light  that  we  may  know 397 

O  hallowed  is  the  land  and  blest 63 

O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 518 

O  Holy  Lord,  content  to  live 520 

O  Holy  Saviour !  Friend  unseen 410 

O  Jesus  !  King  most  wonderful 325 

O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing 261 

O  Jesus,  thou  the  beauty  art 330 

O  Jesus,  we  adore  thee 226 

O  Jesus,  when  1  think  of  thee 337 

O  little  town  of  Bethlehem 200 

O  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  thee 366 

O  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth  and  sea....  574 

O  Lord  our  God  I  arise 497 

O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart 377 

O  Lord,  thy  mercy,  my  sure  hope 29 

O  Lord,  thy  work  revive Ill 

O  Love  divine  I  how  sweet  thou  art 334 

O  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share...  373 
O  Love!  how  deep,  how  broad,  how  high.  323 

O  Master,  it  is  good  to  be 219 

O  Master,  let  me  walk  with  thee 216 

O  Paradise,  O  Paradise 617 

O  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad 

voice 39 

O  render  thanks  to  God  above 20 

O  Sacred  Head,  once  wounded 225 

O  Source  divine,  and  life  of  all 27 

O  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above 525 

O  that  I  could  forever  dwell 133 

O  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways.  188 

O  the  sweet  wonders  of  the  cross 527 

O  thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows.  290 
O  thou  great  God !  whose  piercing  eye.    66 

O  thou  that  hearest  prayer 105 

O  thou  thro'  sulf'ring  perfect  made 519 

O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 17 

O  thou,  to  whom  in  ancient  time 68 

O  thou,  who  art  enrobed  with  light 97 

O  thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 289 

O  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye  I  for  why  will 

ye  die 277 

O  Avhere  are  kings  and  empires  now...  511 

O  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea 211 

O  where  shall  rest  be  found 611 

O  who  is  like  the  Mighty  One 15 

O  wondrous  type,  oh,  vision  fair 345 

O  Word  of  God  Incarnate 192 

O  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above.    38 

OZion!  tune  thy  voice 90 

O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness 487 

On  deep  foundations  have  we  reared...  503 

On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  1  stand 604 

On  mountains  and  in  valleys 417 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing 486 

Once  again  beside  the  cross 302 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  1  rode 465 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 610 

One  there  is,  above  all  others 359 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  marching 

as  to  war 444 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe 295 
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Out  of  the  depths  I  cry  to  thee 291 

Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed...  luT 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done 166 

Our  country's  voice  is  pleading 485 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past 9 

Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead 233 

Pass  me  not,  O  gentle  Saviour 119 

People  of  the  living  God 515 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above 59 

Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair 250 

Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow      2 

Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits 69 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought 

thee 347 

Praise,  oh,  praise  our  God  and  King 570 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens  adore  him.    50 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise 569 

Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name 54 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus 300 

Purer  yet,  and  purer 561 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers 616 

Rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King 86 

Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart 42 

Rest  for  the  toiling  hand 593 

Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return 271 

Rise,  crowned  with  light,  imperial  Sa- 
lem, rise 507 

Rise,  my  soul!  and  stretch  thy  wings...  583 

Rise,  O  my  soul,  pursue  the  path 451 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me 311 

Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean 480 

Sad  and  weary  were  our  way 83 

Safe  home,  safe  home  in  port 466 

Safely  through  another  week 81 

Salvation!  oh,  the  joyful  sound 24^ 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we 

raise 160 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour 54!i 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing...  172 
Saviour,  I  follow  on,  guided  by  thee....  385 

Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us 546 

Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations 472 

Saviour,  teach  me  day  by  day 139 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love  thou  gavest  me.  384 

Saviour!  when,  in  dust  to  thee 296 

Saviour,  who  thy  flock  art  feeding 553 

See  him,  who  is  gone  before  us 243 

See,  the  ('onqueror  mounts  in  triumph.  242 
See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands...  544 

Servant  of  God,  well  done 590 

Shall  hymns  of  grateful  love 32 

Shepherd  of  tender  youth 559 

Show  me  myself,  O  holy  Lord 85 

Show  pitv,  Lord  !  O  Lord,  forgive 284 

Silent  night!  Holy  night 206 

Silently  the  shades  of  evening 173 

Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  forever 357 

Sing  praise  to  (iod  who  reigns  above...     36 

Sing  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  strains 4t* 

Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high 35 
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Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die 258 

Sinners,  will  ye  scorn  the  message 274 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  and 

sorrow 589 

So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 395 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 101 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day 102 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise 438 

Son  of  God,  to  thee  1  cry 312 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang 57 

Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs 236 

Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 490 

Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad 47H 

Sovereign  of  worlds!  display  thy  power.  493 

Sow  in  thy  morn  thy  seed 454 

Spirit  Divine!  attend  our  prayer 104 

Spirit  of  peace!  celestial  Dove 109 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord 41 

Stand  up,  my  soul!  shake  off  thy  fears.  431 

Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus 443 

Standing  at  the  portal 578 

Star  of  peace!  to  wanderers  weary 467 

Still,  still  with  thee,  when  purple  morn- 
ing breaketh 135 

Still  will  we  trust,  tho'  earth  seem  dark 

and  dreary 372 

Still  with  thee,  O  my  God 164 

Summer  suns  are  glowing 580 

Sun  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear 144 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of 

prayer 157 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King...    91 

Sweet  is  thy  mercy.  Lord '. 127 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing 178 

Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet 140 

Sweetly  sang  the  angels 205 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 560 

Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour 175 

Tell  me,  my  Saviour 390 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 615 

That  day  of  wrath!  that  dreadful  day..  602 
The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high...  398 

The  Church's  one  foundation 541 

The  dawn  of  God's  dear  Sabbath 79 

The  day  is  past  and  gone,  Great 169 

The  day  is  past  and  gone.  The 155 

The  day  is  past  and  over 158 

The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent 165 

The  day  of  resurrection 239 

The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up 327 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory 193 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory.  Lord...    25 

The  Lord  descended  from  above 14 

The  Lord  is  King  !  lift  up  thy  voice 18 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 30 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want 

shall  I  know 430 

The  Lord  mv  Shepherd  is 378 

The  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might 13 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 478 

The  promise  of  my  Father's  love 522 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn 603 
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The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war 449 

The  spacious  tirmament  on  high 24 

The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts 268 

The  spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf  and 

tlower 579 

The  whole  wide  world  for  Jesus 484 

The  year  is  swiftly  waning 581 

Thee"  to  laud  in  songs  divine 61 

Their  hearts  shall  not  be  moved 425 

There  is  a  fountain  tilled  with  blood...  310 

There's  a  friend  for  little  children 557 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 605 

There  is  a  little,  lonely  fold 545 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 365 

There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 304 

There  is  none  other  name  than  thine...  320 
Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love.    93 

Think  gently  of  the  erring  one 461 

Thou  art  my  portion,  O  mv  God 368 

Thou  art,  O"  Christ,  the  Way 112 

Thou  art  the  Way  :  to  thee  alone 309 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God,  whose  height.  376 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want 307 

Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart 374 

Thou  very  present  aid '. 458 

Thou  whose  unmeasured  temple  stands.  504 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 118 

Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on 

our  way 427 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life.  47 
Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us.  170 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on 147 

Thy  holy  day's  returning 80 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble.  Lord 108 

Thy  life  was  given  for  me 270 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord,  however 

dark  it  be 403 

Thy  way,  O  God,  is  in  the  sea 405 

Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ 299 

'Tis  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 43* 

'Tis  tinished ! — so  the  "Saviour  cried 221 

'Tis  midnight;  and,  on  Olive's  brow 224 

To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour 12 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large 354 

To  thy  temple  I  repair 99 

To-day  on  weary  nations 78 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls 275 

Triumphant  Zion  I  lift  thy  head 508 

Uphold  me.  Lord,  too  prone  to  stray...  436 

Unvail  thy  bosom,  faithful  tomb 595 

Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hills 364 

Vainly  through  night's  weary  hours...  174 

Wake,  awake!  for  night  is  tlying 598 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 494 

We  are  but  strangers  here 386 

We  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name 501 

We  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  thee...  521 

We  love  the  venerable  house 505 

We've  no  abiding  city  here 437 
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We  would  see  Jesus— for  the  shadows 

lengthen 580 

Welcome,  delightful  morn 88 

Welcome,  happy  morning !  age  to  age 

shall  say 232 

Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest 7tj 

What  are  these  in  bright  array 608 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 123 

When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God 3H7 

When,  as  returns  this  solemn  day 72 

When,  doomed  to  death,  th'  ajjostle  lay.  ihi) 
When  gathering  clouds  around  1  view.  407 

When,  his  salvation  bringing 352 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear H07 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 223 

When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved 7 

When  morning  gilds  the  skies 154 

When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe...  401 

When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 481 

When,    streaming   from    the    eastern 

skies 141 

When  the  day  of  toil  is  done 614 

When  this  song  of  praise  shall  cease...  177 
When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt 

come 599 

When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild 

tempest  is  streaming 464 

Where  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands  220 
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While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light...  253 
While  shepherds  watched  their  docks 

by  night 198 

While  thee  1  seek,  protecting  Power...  131 

While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 582 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends...  592 

Why  will  ye  waste  on  triding  cares 252 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 106 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh...  286 

With  ecstacy  of  joy 89 

With  joy,  we  lift  our  eyes 46 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 130 

With  my  substance  I  will  honor 470 

With  silence  only  as  their  benediction..  597 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around 297 

With  willing  hearts  we  tread 513 

Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now 521 

Ye  boundless  realms  of  joy 34 

Ye  Christian  heralds!  go,  proclaim 492 

Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 8 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord 500 

Ye  that  in  his  courts  are  found 262 

Yes,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 358 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints 422 

Zion's  Daughter,  weep  no  more 228 


Chants. 


No. 

Venite  exultemus  Domino 621 

Te  Deum  laudamus 622 

Benedictus 623 

Jubilate  Deo 624 

Magnificat 625 

Nunc  dimittis 626 


No. 

Cantate  Domino 627 

Deus  misereatur 628 

Bonum  est  confiteri 629 

Benedic,  anima  mea 630 

Gloria  in  excelsis 631 

The  Lord's  Prayer 632 


Amens. 


The  Sevenfold  Amen  and  The  Dresden  Amen. 
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